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Waste and Want 


by Mr Customs Man 


Summary 


Voldemort rises to power by feeding on the fears of the Wizarding World's conservative 
ruling class. The Muggle infiltration will destroy their families, their morals, and their 
traditions. Their world must be protected at all costs. 


Meanwhile, Severus Snape finds himself in a bit of a predicament. A newly graduated half- 
blood, pregnant and unmarried, willing to use whatever tricks he picked up in the Muggle 
World to get ahead, he is the epitome of everything Pureblood society finds wrong in this 
day and age. Not that he actually wants to be. 


Notes 


I've got too many WIPs. So, I decided to toss another one on the pile. What can I say, 
Snape's been consuming my brain lately. 


Chapter 1 


Severus adored his mother as a child. She had been his sole source of comfort, the one who fed 
him, who whispered stories into his hair as she tucked him in, who praised him when he got good 
grades. But as he grew older, her failings began to outweigh the small mercies she had done for 
him. Eileen Snape was spineless, wilfully blind, lacking in common sense, and her steadfast refusal 
to help either herself or her son, to use her God-given abilities to defend them against Tobias's 
tyranny, hardened Severus against her. For a witch so determined to live her life free of magic, she 
had taken no particular pains to learn how to manage even the simplest of Muggle tasks. She 
couldn't cook, clean, or sew without the aid of charms, and Tobias hadn't done anything to teach 
her except beat her like she was a particularly stupid dog. Tobias himself refused to sully his hands 
with "women's work" (not that he bothered much with men's work either), leaving the bulk of the 
household chores to land on Severus's shoulders. As a result, the house was continually filthy, and 
clothing sloppily scrubbed in an old washtub and left spotty. He was better at sewing; Severus had 
always enjoyed fine, detailed work. He was best at cooking, finding it close enough to potions that 
he minded it less, and he at least got to experiment with it a little. 


Severus was determined to be nothing like his parents. He had brains, talent, and ambition. He 
wasn't going to turn into a lazy drunkard like his father, or a meek, cowardly mouse like his 
mother. So, it rather galled him to realize that he had made the same stupid mistake Eileen had in 
her youth by spreading his legs for the first boy who had come along and whispered sweet words 
to him. 


David was in Ravenclaw and had been his partner in their N.E.W.T.-level potions class. The class 
hadn't been very large, and had a good mixture of students from all houses. Lily was there, of 
course, and so was (ugh) Potter. They had become inseparable this past year, so of course she 
partnered with him. Not that she would ever lower herself to partnering with Severus ever again, 
not since fifth year. "Her loss is my gain," David said with a charming smile. 


There was the unpleasant fact that David was Muggleborn, but he was the only Slytherin taking the 
class, and what his housemates didn't know wouldn't hurt them. Besides, he liked David, despite 
himself, and Severus tried very hard to hate him. Even now, he couldn't bring himself to hate him, 
though that wouldn't stop Severus from cursing him given half the chance. David was intelligent, 
and funny, and more importantly he laughed at Severus's jokes which, in Severus's humble 
opinion, just proved how intelligent and funny David was. He had let David trap him against the 
shelves in the Restricted Section, kissed him, let his hands roam wherever he wanted, and when 
David suggested meeting at the Astronomy Tower, Severus agreed. Everyone knew what the 
Astronomy Tower was used for, and it wasn't stargazing. David had already laid out a blanket for 
him when he arrived, and there was a bottle of firewhiskey. Severus drank more than he should 
have, his nerves getting the better of him, which made his stomach twist when David pressed him 
against the floor. 


So, one could imagine how he felt when, at graduation, David had waved awkwardly to him and 
said, "I'll see you around sometime, Snape," before turning back to his friends. 


Tobias didn't think much of his son. He was at best a sissy, and a freak at worst. He had been 
looking forward to the day that good-for-nothing brat would finally graduate from that school of 
his and move out like Severus had always threatened he would (""Promise?" Tobias used to say, 
with a sneer). But here he was, sitting at his table and never again to return to Hogwarts, glaring 
sullenly at his plate. "Don't you have a job yet?" Tobias demanded. Severus lifted his gaze upward 
and, somehow or another, managed to glare even harder. 


"Tobias—" Eileen spoke up, but one waving hand silenced her. 

"I bust my ass putting food on this table, and all he does is sit there—" 
"He helps me around the house," Eileen insisted. 

"Women's work!" Tobias sneered. "That's all he's good for!" 


"So good at it, in fact, that I've even taken over childbirth," Severus drawled out. At Tobias's 
confused look, he decided to help him out and clarified, "I'm pregnant." 


Severus only just managed to duck out of the way of the beer bottle thrown at his head. 


Severus had to slowly disentangle himself from Lucius. It was one of the hardest things he had 
ever done, and it hurt like a limb being torn from his body. The pain burrowed deep, and in some 
ways it was worse than when Lily abandoned him. The disintegration of their friendship had been 
coming for a long time, eaten away by the cancer that was Hogwarts and houses and Marauders 
and blood purity. This time, with Lucius, it was more sudden. Unexpected. 


Lucius had done nothing but sing his praises to the Dark Lord and his perfect N.E.W.T.s had done 
much to pique his interest. Lucius tried to set up an informal meeting, but Severus forced himself 
to decline. He was busy working on his apprenticeship, mother is sick, blah blah blah. Eventually, 
Lucius stopped trying and the Dark Lord's interest waned. There were other, better bred lordling 
sons to recruit. It hurt to know that Severus really was just that unimportant. Half of him wanted to 
write Lucius, apologize and beg him to talk to the Dark Lord on his behalf, but luckily the rational 
part of his brain won out. He couldn’t appear before them with a belly swollen with a mudblood’s 
seed. Even if they somehow managed to look past his shameless debasement, he had betrayed their 
cause twice over. First, with his own disgusting birth, and secondly with this child growing inside 
him. 


“You should contact the father. A child deserves two parents. Two married parents,” Eileen 
reprimanded as Severus attached another letter listing his qualifications to Astrid, the beautiful 
barn owl Lucius gave him for his seventeenth birthday. He watched her fly off, and then turned to 
his mother, a sneer fixed permanently on his face. 


“Why? So I can end up just like you?” He asked. He had already made one stupid mistake, he 
wasn’t going to chain himself to a man who neither wanted nor respected him. See you around 
sometime. Hah, Severus hadn’t heard so much as a whisper from David. Severus was a useful 
partner in Potions and a convenient hole to stick his dick in, and that was it. 


Eileen gathered up what was left of her dignity and glared at her son. There was something of the 
old Pureblood girl still in her as she hotly declared, “Your father isn’t perfect, but he did what was 
right! Pll not have a harlot for a son! I want you out of this house by the end of this week! You can 
join the other whores in Knockturn Alley for all I care!” 


“You want me gone? Fine! But you’re never going to see me again! Not me, or my child! I won’t 
even go to your funeral! Tobias will kill you one day! He’ll kill you!” Severus screamed back as 
Eileen slammed shut his bedroom door behind her. 


Astrid returned sometime after dusk, bearing a letter with an invitation to interview. Severus smiled 
as he scanned it. For weeks now he had been applying to every potions shop in Wizarding Britain, 
and each time he had been turned down. Ever since he brewed his first potion, he knew this was 
what he was meant to do. It made his magic sing. He was going to get his Potion Mastery, but first 


he needed work experience and money to pay for his apprenticeship. At this point, he wasn’t picky. 
He’d sweep floors if he had to. But so far, despite his glowing school records, he’d been declined 
each and every time. It didn’t make sense. Was Lucius pulling strings just to be petty? Had it 
somehow gotten out that he was pregnant and unmarried? What would he do if he couldn’t get a 
job? He had to get out of this house. His mother might eventually take back her threat, but Severus 
knew he was on borrowed time. Tobias tolerated his presence because he still half-believed the 
pregnancy was some disgusting joke; his eyes would flicker to his son’s stomach, taking note of 
the still-smooth planes, and nod to himself, pleased. What would happen when he started to show? 
When he gave birth to the fucking thing? Tobias wouldn’t be able to delude himself any longer. 


The shop he had gotten an interview at was small, out of the way, and not even technically a 
potions shop, but merely a supplier of rare and specialized ingredients. It was tucked in a side street 
off of Diagon Alley, a skinny, cramped building so plain and small that the eye glazed over it. 
Severus had taken special care of his appearance, scrubbing his skin and hair within an inch of his 
life. He was wearing his best robes, the robes Lucius had bought for him, the ones he had planned 
to wear for a meeting that never took place, and swept inside the shop. A blonde, skinny man 
rapidly approaching middle aged looked up from his newspaper at his entrance. “Hello? How can I 
help you?” 


“T’m here to speak with Mr Abernathy. I have an interview with him. My name is Severus Snape,” 
Severus said, smiling. 


The man’s gaze darted away, staring into some dusty corner above his shoulder. “Oh, err, yes, 
hello. I’m Nathaniel Abernathy. I am very sorry you had to come all this way, but the position is no 
longer available. We — that is, my wife and I — ran the numbers and, well, it’s best if we kept the 
number of staff where it currently is.” 


Severus let the smile fall. No, this couldn’t be happening. Not again. His hands unconsciously 
folded themselves in front of his stomach, hiding the child away even though he wasn’t yet 
showing. “Mr Abernathy, have I done something—” 


“Oh, no, nothing at all!” Abernathy flapped his hand nervously. “Just downsizing!” 


“Mr Abernathy, please, I want to obtain my mastery and I’ve been turned away from everywhere 
else. You said you were impressed with my scores.” 


Abernathy fiddled with his spectacles. “Yes, well, circumstances have changed, I—” He glanced 
back up, and seeing the desperation in Severus’s eyes, he sighed. “I’m sorry, but you’ ve been 
blacklisted.” 


Severus felt his heart freeze. “Blacklisted?” 


“You have to understand, Potter’s Potions is one of our best customers. Their Sleekeazy’s Hair 
Potion alone pays the rent on this place. There’s not many potioneers around here that require such 
rare ingredients like Asian Dragon Hair.” Abernathy looked at him sympathetically. “I’m sorry, but 
you have other talents, I’m sure. Second best isn’t so bad, is it? And you can still brew, just... not 
professionally, and not here.” 


Severus turned and walked out. His entire body felt numb. Life without Lily, without Lucius, 
without love— could be bearable if only he was allowed to brew. That, above all, had been the one 
thing he wanted out of this life. And James Potter— Severus heard of Potter’s father, Fleamont, and 
the potion company he had built from the ground up. The man was a Potions Master in his own 
right, one of the leading figures in the industry. Potter must have asked his father to have him 


blacklisted, as one last victory over Snivellus. Why? The man had already won. He’d gotten Lily, 
had so thoroughly humiliated and beaten Severus down that by the end of fifth year Severus had 
stopped nosing into their business, had done nothing at all but try to keep his head down, and now 
he had taken his potions away from him too? 


The rage and anxiety mixed with his lingering morning sickness, and Severus turned to brace one 
hand against the shop and vomited into the gutter. He straightened up and didn’t bother to cast 
scourgify, only wiped at his mouth with his sleeve. He couldn’t dwell on it, not right now. He had 
to prioritize. First things first: he needed money. He needed a job, any job will do for now. Worry 
about his mastery later, focus on getting out of his father’s house and into his own flat. 


Severus stumbled out of the alley and cast his eye around at the shops surrounding him, until his 
eyes landed on a Help Wanted sign posted in C&Q Tailoring. Well, he could sew, couldn’t he? 
Maybe not fancy sewing, but it got the job done, and Severus was willing to learn. He plastered on 
that fake smile Lucius forced him to practice and strode into the shop, hoping that whoever was in 
charge wouldn’t notice the lingering traces of vomit on his sleeve. 


The building was as somber on the inside as it was on the outside. It was papered in a dark blue, 
which took on a sickly hue underneath the gas lights. The robes on display were the sort of dour, 
old-fashioned things favored by the dour, old-fashioned men that ran the Ministry. He could feel 
the eyes of every customer turn to him as he made his way to the counter, scrutinizing him in a 
way that made him glance down at his stomach. "How can I help you, sir?" The shopgirl asked as 
he stepped up next to her. 


"I'm here about the 'Help Wanted’ sign." 


She motioned him behind the counter and opened a door that was half-hidden behind merchandise. 
It opened up into a hallway. "Right this way," she said, pointing down the hall. "You'll want Mr 
Quentin. His office is the last door on the left." 


Severus thanked her and followed her instructions. 


As he approached the door, he could hear voices arguing. Before he could lift his hand to knock, 
the door opened and Severus found himself standing face-to-face with a handsome man perhaps 
only a few years older than himself. The scowl on his face melted away as his gaze ran over him, 
from the top of his head to the tips of his boots. A sharp smile bloomed across his face as he 
announced, "Severus Snape!" 


Severus's expression twisted. He felt unbalanced at the knowledge this stranger knew him by sight. 
"I don't know you. How do you know my name?" 


The man barked out a laugh. "Oh, you're famous at Hogwarts!" 


Severus flushed at this. He had a sinking feeling that the man wasn't referring to his academic 
success. 


"I was in Gryffindor, a couple of years ahead of you," he said and knowing he was a Gryffindor, 
that he had probably heard all kinds of stories coming out of the mouths of Potter and Black, nearly 
made Severus turn around and march right back out of the shop, job or no job. 


The man's grin grew sharper at the darkening expression on Severus's face and he held out his 
hand for Severus to shake, which he reluctantly took. "Anthony Quentin," he said. "What can I do 
for you?" 


"T'm here about the 'Help Wanted' sign—" 


"Oh, yes, you'll need to speak with my father, right through here." Quentin swept him into the 
office where Severus saw an older version of the man who currently had his hand against his back 
seated at a desk. Quentin the Elder was balding, his flesh expanding over the tight collar of his 
robes, and the lines in his face made him look perpetually worried, but there was still something 
beautiful waiting to be excavated from his swollen face. 


"Father, I'd like you to meet Severus Snape. He's here to apply for Lucia's position." 


Mr Quentin did not look pleased to find his son still there when he had just stormed out of his 
office not a handful of seconds ago, but he humored them nonetheless. "Do you have any 
experience dealing with customers, Mr Snape?" 


Severus Snape, forced to smile pleasantly while entitled customers spat abuse? That was a recipe 
for disaster. "Not so much," he said delicately. "But I've a decent hand at sewing." 


"I'm not looking for a tailor, Mr Snape. I need a clerk." 


"Come on, Father, Matilda is always complaining about how overworked she is," the man's son 
said. "She could use the extra help." 


Mr Quentin sighed. "I'll take him on— as a trial case. If Matilda doesn't like him..." He let the 
sentence linger. 


Severus smiled. "You won't regret it," he said, sounding more confident in his abilities than he 
was. He thanked the man, shook hands with them, promised to arrive bright and early the next 
morning, and left the office, the son following close on his heels. 


Severus hoped the man would leave him and go about his business, but he seemed content to 
follow Severus right out of the shop and into Diagon Alley proper. "Sluggy used to sing your 
praises,” Quentin said mildly. "Even to us in the upper years. It was always, 'Snape can brew this 
perfectly, and he's a third year! Why is it so difficult for you?’ I figured you'd go for your mastery 
as soon as you graduated." 


"Yes, well, circumstances change, Mr Quentin," Severus curtly answered. 
"Please, call me Anthony." 
"No, I don't think I will." 


"I can order you to," Quentin said with a smile. "You do know that I'm your supervisor, don't 
you?" 


Severus threw him an ugly look and lifted his wand, lighting it up with a Jumos to summon the 
Knight Bus. He climbed inside, refusing to look back at the man, though he could still hear 
Quentin's laughter following him all the way back to Cokeworth. 


Chapter 2 


Severus carried with him his old school trunk, and in it he had all of his worldly possessions. The 
flat he rented was one single room above a bookshop in Knockturn Alley. Someone had installed 
an old gas stove, a sink and some shelves in one corner to serve as a kitchen, and there was a small 
bathroom- literally, just a bathing room. The only thing inside it was a clawfoot tub. The water 
closet was out in the hall and he'd have to share with his neighbors in the adjacent apartment. Still— 
it was his. Well, his and the baby's. He glared down at his still smooth stomach. He was nearing 
the end of his second month. "You better be worth all this," he growled. "I won't bring up any 
dunderheads, do you hear me?" 


Unsurprisingly, the tadpole said nothing. 


A few pieces of furniture had been left behind. A small bed with a lumpy mattress that sagged in 
the middle, a chest of drawers missing most of its knobs. He unpacked his clothing and stacked his 
books in a pile beside his bed, and realized with growing horror that he had nothing of practical 
value. No linens, no cooking utensils, nothing at all for the baby. 


He grabbed a piece of parchment, his quill and a pot of ink, sat crossed legged on the bed and 
started to scrawled out a list of what he would need. He started out with what was the most 
important, what he needed to get as soon as possible, which was cookware and dishes. Pots, 
saucepans, kettle, silverware, dishes, cups. He could just use scourgify to clean so he skipped 
broom, washboard, and laundry detergent, but wrote down towels, soap, and shampoo. He wasn't 
going to attempt to scourgify himself, having to endure that once was enough. The baby wasn't 
going to get here for another 7 months, so Severus made a new column for things needed, but 
could be put off for a little while: crib, baby clothes, bottle, diapers, pacifier. Severus could use 
cloth diapers instead of the disposable kind; it meant more work for him, but it was cheaper in the 
long run. As for milk... well, it wasn't a guarantee he'd be able to produce his own. Male 
pregnancies didn't always follow the typical path. Severus added bedsheets, blankets, and pillows 
to that list too. It was still summer and warm enough that Severus didn't need to cover himself, but 
winter would be here before he knew it and heating charms only lasted for so long. 


Then there was a third column for items that he would need to continuously budget for. Rent, 
utilities, food. 


The amount of money he would need to survive on was depressingly out of reach. There was 
always the option of charity shops, but most Muggle means of financial assistance was beyond 
him. He had his birth certificate, but his child? How exactly was he supposed to explain the birth? 
Let alone the fact that he couldn't prove he was employed or that he had even gone to school. It 
was a bureaucratic nightmare. It was strange to think that most Purebloods didn't even have a birth 
certificate. There had been a push by the Ministry back when he'd been a second year to 
standardize things, adopting Muggle birth certificates and passports that would be acceptable to 
both governments, but the Purebloods refused to participate and stonewalled any progress. He 
could understand wanting to remain completely separate and anonymous from the Muggle World, 
but Wizarding Britain didn't offer the same social services people like him needed. Social 
Darwinism was the prevailing attitude in the Ministry of Magic. 


Severus calculated what he could save to put towards his apprenticeship fees, because fuck Potter. 
He was getting his mastery, blacklisted or not. Severus ran through the numbers and came up 
with... negative 10 galleons. He chucked his quill across the room. 


Matilda was a short, doughy squib who had little patience for Severus's fumbling. Even without 
the aid of magic, she sewed fast and with perfect precision. Severus had no formal training in the 
art; his skill had come from library books and a basic need to keep himself semi-decently clothed. 
So long as the patches kept his fraying clothes together, that had suited him just fine, but Matilda 
was exacting. She wanted his stitches to be even and small, and made him rip his seams out just to 
redo them all over again. 


"Can't you go any faster?" She demanded, sneering at his handiwork as she loomed over him where 
he sat stitching a collar onto a cloak. "Or has magic made you lazy?" Severus threw her a dirty 
look, but kept his mouth shut and did as he was told, although it galled him to do so. 


He was convinced that when his trial period was over, Matilda would march right into Mr 
Quentin's office, proclaim him an idiot of the highest degree, and demand he be dismissed. But all 
she said when Mr Quentin asked about Severus's suitability was, "He's teachable." 


So Severus stayed on, now an official employee. 


If Severus had to guess, he'd say that Matilda was roughly fifty years old, though he thought she 
might have aged before her time. Although she held no official title, she was in charge of both 
Severus and the other three tailors by virtue of her age and experience. Mims and Loopy were both 
free house-elfs, better than even Matilda at their job but still ranked below Severus in the pecking 
order; Agatha was a poor half-blood like Severus, and had dropped out of Hogwarts after taking her 
O.W.L.s to raise a passel of brats. Every day she complained. She complained about the work 
(here, and at home), the price of groceries, baby Jack who was cutting his first tooth and crying up 
a storm, Eliza who had gotten her Hogwarts letter and how did the Headmaster expect her to pay 
for all those books? Severus felt as if he was looking into his future, ten years from now. Except 
Agatha, at least, was married. 


Was this all he was fit for? Work meant to be done by house-elfs and squibs? 


Their working conditions reminded Severus of the history books he had read at the Muggle 
primary school he attended before going to Hogwarts. They arrived every morning at 5:00 and 
were promptly locked inside until they were allowed out for a thirty-minute lunch break at noon, 
after which they were locked back in until six o'clock that evening. By the time Severus managed 
to make it home, he barely had enough energy to shovel thin potato soup into his mouth. Crackers 
and soup was what constituted most of his meals; as a plus, with such little food in his stomach 
there wasn't much to bring back up when his morning sickness inevitably got the better of him. He 
should probably be more upset by his circumstances than he was, but honestly he was too tired. 
After a thirteen-hour workday, six days a week, he had no energy left to care. He didn't even blink 
at the thought of using his cauldron to cook potatoes in anymore, and his books were gathering 
dust in a corner. 


The tempus spell alerted him that it was time to get up. It was still dark outside; dawn wouldn't 
arrive for another couple of hours yet, but there were already people moving on the streets, 

heading to work, or else already at work, standing on corners underneath the gas lamps of 
Knockturn Alley. Severus had to wait twenty minutes for his neighbor to exit the water closet 
before he managed to snag the next turn. After he was through, he had just enough time to grab a 
piece of toast, shovel it down his throat as he hurried toward Diagon Alley, and vomit it all back up 
into a pot of flowers next to a florist's shop before reaching C&Q all with a minute to spare. 


Severus was sitting in-between Agatha and Mims as he basted the lining of a cloak when he found 
himself drawn into a game of "Anywhere But Here." 


"Mims would be in Thurmond Hall, playing with Master Oscar in the nursery," Mims sighed and 


looked dreamily out of the dirt-covered window. 


"Thurmond Hall? Aren't the Thurmonds the ones who made you eat spiders as a punishment, and 
then they still sacked you?" Severus demanded. 


"Oh, yes," Mims answered, nodding her head hard enough to make her ears flap. 
"And I thought J had problems," Severus mumbled. 
"And where would Severus sir be?" 


"In a cabin in some old-growth forest somewhere, tending to the most dangerous and exotic herbs 
in my garden. No one else is invited. I aspire to be known only as a local cryptid." 


"You're both doing it wrong!" Agatha sighed. "I would be on a beach in Spain, wearing one of 
those tiny Muggle bathing suits. Of course I'd have my old pre-baby body." 


"Does your body change a lot after having a baby?" Severus asked, dreading the answer. 


Agatha nodded. "It did for me. I can't go for an hour without needing to pee now. Sometimes I 
even pee a little when I laugh." 


That was a bit more information than what Severus thought he needed to know. 


She reached over and patted his arm. "But you don't need to worry about that. I'm sure you'll find a 
nice girl, but if you do find yourself with a boy, don't let him convince you he's a master of the 
pull-out method! You get those contraceptive potions before letting him anywhere near you!" She 
nodded her head decisively as if she was an expert in the matter, and she probably was. 


Severus felt his face grow red as he thought back to the Astronomy Tower. 
Don't worry, you can't get pregnant if it's your first time. It'll be fine. 
Hogwarts really needed to invest in sex education. 


"I want more sewing and less talking," Matilda barked and all of them turned back to their work, as 
silent as the grave, until they were released for lunch. The hours dragged on, and if there was one 
thing Severus could appreciate about this job it was the fact that he got to sit down. He knew that 
most apprentices had it worse than he did, traditionally acting as live-in servants for the masters 
they were apprenticing to. The insane workload had never scared him before, but he was now 
starting to doubt he would even be capable of completing his mastery in his condition, and it would 
only get worse as the months progressed. 


Severus swore under his breath and started ripping out another seam just as the door to the 
workroom was unlocked and there stood Anthony Quentin looking very pleased with himself. 


"Don't mind me, I'm just here to check in on our newest employee," he said with a smile. 


He came around the table Severus was working at, standing close enough that he could feel the 
man brush against his back. He leaned forward to examine his work, his face inches from 
Severus's. "Not bad," Quentin hummed, without actually looking at the half-pulled stitches. 
Severus knew he wasn't looking, because then he'd know that they weren't "bad" they were fucking 
awful. "Have you learned how to take a customer's measurements yet?" Quentin asked. 


"No, and he won't need to know it, he's not working the floor," Matilda answered sharply for him. 


Quentin tutted. "It's better if he learns every side of the business. More knowledge can't hurt, can it, 
Snape?" 


Matilda ground her teeth together but said nothing as Quentin gestured for Severus to stand up and 
take the measuring tape. "We'll practice on me," Quentin said. "Let's start with the over— no, no! 
Use your hands. Get a feel for it." 


Severus lowered his wand and the measuring tape that had been hovering mid-air fell back on to 
the table. With great reluctance, Severus picked it up and moved to where Quentin was standing. 
He wrapped the measuring tape around his torso, including his arms. 


"Now the chest." 


Severus removed the measuring tape and Quentin lifted his arms, letting the other man re-wrap the 
tape across his chest, this time underneath the armpits. His hands pulled the tape taut right to the 
center of his chest, and Anthony took a half-step forward so that Severus had to lean back to read 
the numbers. 


"And the in-seam," Quentin murmured. 


Severus glared mulishly at him and Quentin laughed. "Come now, you can't measure the in-seam 
standing like that. Get on your knees." 


Severus knelt on the ground and bent forward so that he could place one end of the tape against the 
insole of his shoe, and with his left hand he offered up the other end for Quentin to take, but the 
man only gave him a salacious grin. "Finish the job," he commanded. 


Severus reached upward until his hand was centimeters from his crotch and straightened the tape 
as best he could to read the number that was pressed against his insole. As he did so, Quentin 
rocked his hips forward, rubbing himself against Severus's hand. Severus snatched his hand away 
and scrambled to get to his feet while Quentin laughed. 


"Anthony," a voice chided from the door. Severus looked up and saw it was the father, Mr 
Quentin. He gave his son a stern look. "You're needed on the floor." 


Anthony Quentin threw Severus a wink and walked out of the door, closing and locking it behind 
him. The other tailors were all staring wide-eyed at Severus until Matilda snapped, "Get back to 
work!" 


Severus sat back down at his table. "Don't we have a union or something?" He growled to Agatha 
under his breath. 


"A what?" She asked. 


"T said, work!" Matilda shouted. 


Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


For Labor Day this year, I went on a history kick, which helped inspire this fic. There 
will be many indirect references to the Triangle Shirtwaist Fire and the 1883 Zola 
novel Au Boneur des Dames, as well as the 1925 Theodore Dreiser novel An American 
Tragedy. An American Tragedy is based on a real crime that took place in 1906 when 
Chester Gillette, the nephew of the owner of a skirt factory, murdered a young 
employee named Grace Brown after he had gotten her pregnant. The story is 
referenced in this chapter (although don't worry, nothing like that is going to happen to 
Severus). 


Severus woke slowly to the sun warming his face. He smiled and turned to burrow his head deeper 
into the mattress, letting his aching and exhausted body overtake his brain and drift, for a moment 
at least. No work today. It was a holiday: Merlin's Birthday, and the Wizarding World always went 
all out for the occasion. Severus waffled between staying in bed or going to C&Q’s company 
picnic; the picnic only won out because of the promised free food, and he was frankly tired of 
living off potatoes and cabbage. He somehow managed to pull himself away from the bed and 
dressed himself in his best robes. A cracked mirror hung above the fireplace and Severus ran a 
brush through his hair, taking note of his appearance. He was too thin and pale; he’d always been 
pale, but now, locked away as he was day in and day out, sewing, he rarely got a chance to step out 
into the sun. Conversely, his hair looked better than it ever had. Pregnancy had made his hair fuller 
and drier, and he had grown to enjoy running a comb through it, it felt so lush. Too bad it wouldn’t 
last. He was going to miss it once the baby was born. 


Severus ran his hand down his stomach, feeling the small bump that was beginning to grow. 


The streets were swollen with eager revelers, and it only got worse once he hit Diagon Alley. 
“Severus!” A voice cried out, and Severus saw Agatha balancing on her tiptoes to wave at him 
over the heads of the passerbys from where she stood next to the other employees of C&Q 
Tailoring. Severus pushed past the crowd and ran up to her. His hand was promptly taken up in a 
firm handshake by a man who quickly introduced himself as Agatha’s husband, and then came the 
troupe of children, starting with the eldest Eliza, then Amy, and finally Baby Jack, who was being 
held in his mother’s arms. Seeing Agatha standing next to Eliza, Severus was struck by their 
similarities. Agatha was only twenty-seven, and here was her daughter all set to go to Hogwarts 
come September. They could pass for sisters. 


The Quentins — both father and son — were there as well, next to Matilda. There was also the front 
staff whom Severus hardly ever saw: Charles, Jacob, Annie, and Silvestra, along with their 
families. Annie came with her sister, Sally; Charles and Silvestra, only a year older than Severus, 
were there with their parents, and Jacob had brought along his husband. Only Matilda and Severus 
himself had come alone. “Where are Mims and Loopy?” Severus asked, and immediately felt 
stupid when Agatha tittered. 


“House-elfs? At the picnic?” She laughed. 


“All here?” Mr Quentin asked. “Good, good. And— we’re off!” 


There were secret pockets all along Diagon Alley, invisible wards hiding more streets or row 
houses or even an entire park as Mr Quentin crossed an arch above an alley, his son and workers 
following behind him, and instead of stepping into some grimy side street, they entered a sprawling 
public park. The park was already full to bursting with picnickers and families. Children ran by, 
shouting, sending up sparkling lights in the shape of butterflies and dragons from the tips of their 
toy wands. An impromptu broom race had started, and periodically Severus could hear cheers 
erupt from one corner of the park as the crowd favorite pulled ahead. 


Even now Matilda seemed to take charge, working as Mr Quentin’s right hand. She secured them 
all a spot on a grassy hill, directed Charles and Jacob to lay out the blanket (which they did so with 
great reluctance, grumbling all the while about a backroom squib ordering them around) and 
started pulling out plates and plates of neverending food from the picnic basket Mr Quentin had 
brought along with him. Severus settled next to Agatha and, somehow or another, found himself 
holding Jack while she fixed a plate for her husband and children. He held Jack awkwardly away 
from his body, unsure of what to do, and Agatha laughed at the expression on Severus’s face. 


“He won’t bite! He’s just got the one tooth,” she said, and Jack, hearing his mother’s laugh, 
laughed along too and reached to grab Severus’s nose. 


“T think your son is cross-eyed,” Severus said, watching as Jack’s eyes lazily wandered back to the 
center of his nose, which prompted another laugh from Agatha. 


“Give my boy a break, he’s only just started to differentiate between colours,” Agatha’s husband 
said as he held out his arms. “Come to Daddy, Jackie.” 


Severus quickly passed the baby along and Agatha gave him a plate of food filled with sandwiches 
and fresh fruit. Severus tilted his head back to get the full effect of the bright summer sun as he 
chewed on a sandwich, half-listening as Silvestra read aloud from The Daily Prophet. 


“The Potter heir has gotten married!” Silvestra exclaimed, turning the paper around to show 
everyone the gossip column. Severus caught a glimpse of red hair behind a white veil and quickly 
turned his head away. 


“James Potter, son of Fleamont Potter, owner of Potter’s Potions, married half-blood witch Lily 
Evans in a beautiful ceremony held at their estate. It was a true fairy tale romance, when 
impoverished orphan Evans met the wealthy Pureblood heir at Hogwarts—” 


“Oh, come off it!” Severus exclaimed, unable to keep silent any longer. 
Silvestra looked up in surprise. ““What’s the matter with you?” 


“Tt’s all a bunch of lies. Lily is Muggleborn, and she’s not poor or an orphan. Her family is 
decidedly middle-class.” 


“Oh, she’s Lily, is she?” Silvestra mocked. “Please, don’t sit there and pretend like she’s some 
friend of yours. You, friends with someone as rich and important as her? You’re no better than the 
rest of us!” 


Severus ground his teeth together, half-wanting to tell her they had grown up together, and the 
other half shrinking in mortification because she was right— they weren’t friends. At his silence, 
Silvestra threw him a satisfied smirk and continued reading. “Ooh, listen to this— ‘An American 
Tragedy.’ Gilbert Grimstone found guilty of murder in first degree of Miss Emma Williams. 
Grimstone, maker of the Oakshaft brooms, murdered Miss Williams, a Muggleborn employee at his 
company whom he had been meeting in secret, after discovering she was carrying his child.” 


“Perhaps that’s not the most suitable reading material for little ears,” Agatha said coolly and 
nudged her head in the direction of her children. Silvestra rolled her eyes but put the newspaper 
away. 


Severus had already stopped listening, too focused on slowly chewing his sandwich. He 
swallowed, trying to force the bite he just took down his throat while his stomach threatened to 
rebel. His damned morning sickness was going to be the death of him. Or, at the very least, get him 
fired. “It’s too nice a day to just sit here,” Severus heard himself say, his mouth working on 
autopilot as he focused all of his attention on not throwing up. “I’m going to take a quick walk 
around.” 


He stood up quickly, barely nodding when Agatha told him not to take too long, that there was 
cake for dessert. He skirted along the edge of the park, his feet taking him to a copse of trees not 
far from where the broom race was breaking up and ducked into the thicket just as his hand flew 

up to cover his mouth. He grasped hold of a tree and heaved into a rhododendron bush, painting the 
leaves with the sandwich he had only just eaten. Figures that he’d end up vomiting the first decent 
meal he had in weeks. Severus glared angrily down at the mess he had made, as if blaming the 
sandwich for not having the decency to stay in his stomach. After a few minutes, he sighed and 
took out his wand to clean the vomit up. A quick cast of aguamenti and Severus was able to wash 
out his mouth as well. At least there was still cake. Severus perked up a little at that. 


Severus turned around and was about to exit his secret hideaway when Anthony Quentin stepped 
past the tree line into the shadowy thicket. The man grinned when he saw Severus standing there. 
“You’re a hard man to get alone,” Quentin casually stated as he stepped closer to Severus. 


“Maybe you should learn to take a hint,” Severus growled. 
“Now, now,” Quentin tutted. “Is that anyway to speak to your boss?” 
“Your father is my boss.” 


“Semantics,” he said, shrugging, as he stepped closer. Severus stood his ground. He wasn’t going 
to be intimidated by the likes of him. “Besides, I only want to ask you a question.” 


Severus snorted, not believing his wide-eyed innocent look for even a second. “What’s the question 
then?” 


Quentin stopped close enough that they stood almost chest-to-chest. Severus could feel the heat 
from his hands as they hovered near his hips, not quite grabbing at him. Quentin leaned forward to 
whisper into his ear, “I want to know if you’re still wearing those old, gray underpants from 
school. I bet you are. I bet they're just falling to pieces. Come on, let’s see them then. I have to 
make sure my employees are decent.” 


The hands closed on him. They pulled at his robes and started tugging, yanking them upward. 
Severus still had his wand out, and he had spent the past seven years fighting odds most decidedly 
not in his favor. He could handle one mediocre wizard. Quicker than the eye could see, Severus 
had his wand pressed against Quentin’s nose. “Pluraranea,” Severus whispered, a jinx of his own 
making, and watched with glee as a rain of spiders sprouted from the tip of his wand. Small 
spiders, large spiders, tarantulas and huntsmen and orb weavers all erupted in a spray. There was 
even a Goliath Bird-Eating Spider. Some of the smaller ones ended up inside Quentin’s nose, or 
left dangling onto his lips, but most hit against his face, falling to land on his shoulders, or cling to 
his hair. When the shower ended, Quentin stared at Severus in wide-eyed horror. He opened his 
mouth, a strangled scream crawling up his throat. 


Severus rushed forward, slapping his hand against Quentin’s mouth, not even caring when a 
huntsman skittered up his arm. Severus smiled at the man, who was shaking hard enough that one 
or two spiders fell from his auburn curls to land harmlessly onto the ground. “How embarrassing 
for you,” Severus cooed in a falsely sweet voice. “I’m sure you wouldn’t want anyone to see you 
like this: rejected, humiliated. And, of course, they’ll ask why this happened. I don’t think you’ ll 
want me to give them my side of the story. Sure, your father might fire me, but your reputation will 
be left in tatters. Do you understand?” 


Quentin gave a jerking nod and Severus released his hand, stepping back. The man didn’t try to 
scream again, but he did fling his robes off and started beating at his own face and head, trying to 
shake loose the spiders. Severus laughed darkly and exited the thicket, casually flicking the 
huntsman off of his shoulder as he went. He strolled leisurely back to the picnic where he found the 
others all staring at him, except for old Mr Quentin who had his gaze locked onto the ground. 
Annie and Sally were whispering furiously to each other. “Is there any cake left?” Severus asked as 
he returned to his spot. 


Agatha presented him with a plate. “I saved you a slice,” she said, her voice quiet. “You were gone 
a while. Mr Anthony went to go find you.” 


“T must have just missed him,” Severus absently said as he took a bite of the cake, biting back a 
moan as the cream-cheese icing melted on his tongue. 


Chapter 4 


Chapter Notes 


Again, like many many episodes in this fic, this was inspired by labor history, 
specifically the Triangle Shirtwaist Factory Fire, where 146 workers perished in a fire 
because all exits and stairs were locked to keep them from going on unauthorized 
breaks. Some of these workers were as young as 14. 


The front staff were spreading rumors about him. 


"I know they were gone for a while, but he wouldn't! Not in the middle of the park!" Annie said in 
a whisper that was both scandalized and delighted. 


"I swear! Mr Anthony told me himself! He said Snape had all but thrown himself at him. Probably 
trying to get a raise or something," Charles whispered back. 


Severus let the door to the shop slam shut behind him and looked imperiously down his nose at the 
pair of them. Annie and Charles stared back at him with smiles that were a little too innocent. As 
soon as Severus opened the door to the backroom he heard them break into giggles. 


He walked down the hall and reached the door to the sewing room. He stepped inside, and sat 
down at his usual seat, picking up the discarded fabric he had left there the night before. Matilda 
swept past him, pausing to look at his handiwork. "Better," she said. "Much better." Severus 
couldn't help the swell of pride at those words. 


No one talked; it was still far too early in the morning to spend any brain power on chatting. Even 
Agatha was quiet. The dawning light was just beginning to filter through the dirty windows, and 
with it the noises of Diagon Alley started to swell. Voices were calling out to one another, and 
Severus could hear laughter and the calls of the goblin costermongers. One voice in particular was 
very loud and Severus realized with a sleepy jolt that whoever it was must have cast sonorus on 
himself. 


"We must stand united against all forms of discrimination!" A man's voice rang out. There were a 
few murmurs of agreement, and only one or two jeers. However, what the man said next swiftly 
turned the crowd against him. "We are no different from Muggles! We all bleed and think and feel! 
If we wish to heal the past we must become perfectly united with them! Let there be no separation 
between our world and theirs!" 


Severus and Agatha were craning their necks, trying to peer through their little window to see what 
the commotion was, but the only view offered to them was a wall of bricks covered in trailing ivy. 
However, soon the two of them abandoned all pretense of work and dropped their sewing to rush to 
the window when they heard someone start casting. Mims and Loopy were peeking between their 
legs, their noses resting on the windowsill, while Severus and Agatha jockeyed for a better 
position above them. "We're not finished!" Matilda chastised, but she was ignored, the others glued 
to the scene unfolding in the streets. 


A man was standing on top of a literal soapbox, preaching to a large crowd of unruly wizards and 
witches. Someone had cast a dancing jinx on him and, even now, as his legs forced him to do the 


Charleston, he kept trying to plead his case for unity with Muggles. He had barely so much as said 
the word "marriage" and the crowd rushed forward. Some were throwing spells, some trying to 
pull him from the box, and others had bought bags of fruit from the costermongers and were 
throwing them at him by the handfuls. Severus let out a laugh when an soft, mouldy peach hit the 
man right in the eye. The laugh choked in his throat, almost strangling, as a burst of green light 
flew up from somewhere in the crowd and struck the man in the chest. He stopped dancing, his 
limp body rocking forward to land face-down on the cobblestone, dead. 


After that it was chaos. 


Screams broke out, spells and curses were flying everywhere, no one knew who was attacking 
who, and a stampede of people rushed through Diagon Alley, crushing into the doorways of shops 
and homes. The front staff had been lingering by the entrance, watching everything unfold, and 
Severus managed to catch a glimpse of Charles cracking his head against the doorframe as the 
people shoved past him. The sound of casting, intermingled with shouts and cries and screams, was 
deafening as the agitators invaded the shop. Severus's hands flew unconsciously to his stomach 
when he heard Annie's voice shriek with pain. 


"We have to get out of here!" Agatha shouted. She turned to Severus. "I never passed the 
apparition test, did you—?" 


Before Severus could reply in the affirmative, Matilda spoke up. "That won't work. Mr Quentin put 
down wards on this room, and started spelling the door locked. Employees kept sneaking away, 
taking unauthorized breaks, you see—" she trailed off, wringing her hands, as the sound of a door 
blasting off its hinges rang through the hall. 


"That is not a problem for us," Loopy said and took hold of Agatha. With a crack, he was gone. 


Mims looked at Severus. "Mims will come for Severus sir next!" She promised, and disappeared 
with Matilda. Severus bit his lower lip, wondering if should even let Mims apparate with him when 
she returned. He wasn't supposed to do that while pregnant; he read it could hurt the baby. But he'd 
have to explain that to Mims, and any case he might not have a choice. Better to risk it than face 
down a mob. 


Severus heard several more of that distinctive cracking sound as more people apparated out of — or 
into — the shop, just outside the door to the sewing room. Severus had his wand out, ready to 
defend himself, when the door bulged inward, rattling with the force of the spells cast against it. 
Again, he watched the wood swell and expand, and then it splintered, raining down pieces of wood 
as the magic forced its way inside. Severus had his wand up and ready when he froze in shock at 
who he saw standing at the threshold. He'd recognize those hazel eyes anywhere. James Potter. It 
was James fucking Potter. 


Potter stopped short at the sight of him, then sneered, and lifted his wand as well. Severus caught a 
glimpse of metal pinned to his cloak as Potter shifted his arm. An Auror's badge. Severus 
immediately let his wand drop and raised his hands in surrender. "What no dark curses you want to 
throw at me? Come on, Snivellus, you were always complaining how unfair it was when it was 
four-against-one, well here's your chance to prove yourself in a fair fight," Potter taunted. Severus 
said nothing and kept his hands where they were. They weren't in school anymore; Potter was an 
Auror. Severus could face worse consequences for retaliating than a simple detention. And, 
anyway, he wasn't going to risk hurting the baby by provoking a fight. Potter seemed disappointed 
by Severus's lack of response and let his wand arm drop slightly. "Accio Snape's wand," he said, 
and Severus seethed as his wand flew from the ground and into Potter's hand. Potter reached 
forward and grabbed the sleeve of his robe. "Well, come on, then." 


Potter dragged him roughly through the destroyed shop. He caught a glimpse of Charles lying 
unconscious by the door while a mediwizard attended to him. He didn't see Annie. Outside, in the 
bright sunshine, people were huddled together in clumps of three and four while dozens of Aurors 
prowled between them, taking statements. There were a few people lying scattered on the street, 
some being looked at, some not moving. Severus did a double-take when he spotted Avery lying 
face-down on the ground, his nose smashed against the rough cobblestone while he struggled 
against the magical binding placed on him. 


"This one too," Potter said as he came to stand in front of an Auror. Severus remembered him from 
school. Kingsley Shacklebolt, Hufflepuff, he'd beaten Lucius for the title of Head Boy in Severus's 
third year and the Slytherin common room had to listen to him whine about it for weeks. 
Shacklebolt glanced over him, a puzzled frown on his face, but he nodded his head and suddenly 
Severus felt himself be pulled along, landing unsteadily on his feet in front of the Ministry of 
Magic. He was pushed along, processed, his photograph taken, and then he was shoved into a 
blank, cement room and made to sit on a hard chair. 


Potter looked downright gleeful as he took a seat across from him. "I knew I'd one day get you in 
this room. You always were scum. Malfoy's little lapdog, still following his orders. Want to tell me 
about what happened today?" 


Severus shrugged, keeping in place his hard mask of indifference. "I'm sure you know more than I 
do. I was working on filling orders. I'm employed at C&Q Tailoring. You know, the shop you 
dragged me out of." 


Potter snorted. "You expect me to believe that? The great Severus Snape sullying his hands by 
working as a tailor in a second-rate shop." 


"And where exactly was I supposed to go after you had me blacklisted?" Severus spat out. 


Potter pulled back a little, looking momentarily surprised. As if he didn't think Severus would find 
out. Then his eyes hardened behind his glasses. "You'd think I'd let you brew poisons legally when 
I know you're working for You-Know-Who?" He hissed. 


Severus leaned forward. "Get it through your thick skull, Potter," he spat. "The only person I work 
for is Anthony Quentin, Sr." 


Potter tilted his head back, his face cool and emotionless. "I know we haven't always got along—" 
He ignored Severus's scornful laugh and pressed on. "—But Lily will be broken-hearted when she 
hears about you rotting away in Azkaban. I might be able to get you a lighter sentence in exchange 
for information..." 


"Enough with the 'good cop' routine. It doesn't suit you," Severus mocked. 


Potter stood up abruptly. "Fine. I'll let you stew for a while. Better get nice and comfortable, 
Snivellus, it'll be a few hours. Maybe even days." 


He strolled out of the interrogation room, slamming the door shut behind him. Severus was left 
sitting in the chair. He pressed his hand against his stomach and breathed slowly in through his 
nostrils, and out through his mouth. He couldn't feel the baby move yet; it was still too early for 
that, but it still made him nervous. The bump was small, smaller than it should be, between the 
lack of food and the long, hard hours at the shop. He forced himself to keep calm. Nothing bad had 
happened so far. He was fine, the baby was fine— 


Severus was not forced to wait hours. No more than forty minutes had passed before raised voices 


could be heard just outside the room Potter had stuck him in. Severus instantly recognized one of 
them as belonging to Potter, and the other— 


The door opened and Kingsley Shacklebolt was standing there. "Mr Snape? You're free to go." 


Severus cautiously stood up and edged out of the room. He saw Potter tugging on his hair in 
frustration as he stormed down the hall. "You're making a mistake!" He called out over his 
shoulder as he turned the corner. 


Shacklebolt frowned as he watched him go, before turning back to Severus with a smile and 
handing him his wand, which Severus took gratefully. "I apologize for the error. We mistook you 
for one of the agitators in this morning's attack. Your employer, Mr Quentin, is here. He and 
another employee vouched for your whereabouts." 


"If you had any sense at all, you'd fire Potter," Severus stated. 


Shacklebolt sighed. "Potter's only a junior Auror and still in training. I admit, he shouldn't have 
jumped to conclusions. I remember he used to tease you in school—" 


"No, you weren't there for the worst of it, that happened after you graduated," Severus insisted. 
"Our fifth year, Potter held me upside down with a spell and stripped me in front of the school." 
And Sirius Black tried to feed me to a werewolf, Severus thought but couldn't say out loud. 


Shacklebolt stared at him in shock. "Do you have proof of this?" 


"There were at least thirty witnesses, including his friends Black, Lupin, and Pettigrew, and his 
wife, Evans. I could probably name about a dozen more. There's also Madame Pomfrey. She 
probably has a record of the number of injuries I sustained because of Potter. Ask yourself this, 
Shacklebolt: is this the sort of man you want to give power to? Someone who assaults and strips 
others naked?" Severus shook his head. "I'm tired of being here. I want to leave. You said Mr 
Quentin is here?" 


Shacklebolt seemed to shake himself out of his reverie, and he gestured for Severus to follow him, 
leading him to a waiting room where he saw Mr Quentin, Matilda, and Mims all waiting for him. 


Chapter 5 


Severus kept his wand in his hand, tucked against his thigh, and hidden in the sleeve of his robe. 
He was being watched; he could feel it in the way the hair on his neck rose, taste it like electricity 
on the tongue right before a storm. Seven years at Hogwarts had imparted on him a keen, almost 
animal-like sixth sense (though some might just call it paranoia). Severus continuously scanned the 
sleepy faces around him as they stumbled through Diagon Alley in the pre-dawn hours. He caught 
a flash of black hair and hazel eyes, and he gripped his wand tighter, ducking his head to hide 
behind his hair, thoughts racing a mile a minute. 


His mind took a morbid turn. Was this going to be like Hogwarts all over again? Would he have to 
constantly watch his back lest he find himself hexed? Maybe Black was planning to finish the job 
he started in their fifth year. Maybe Potter regretted saving him. An Auror would know how to 
hide a body. 


Severus shivered despite the lingering heat of summer even as autumn crept in. He entered C&Q 
and stopped short when he saw Charles and Annie dithering by the door to the back area. Charles 
now sported a scar, still pink with new skin, cutting through one shapely brow; a by-product of 
having his head smashed by a wooden frame. Annie, as Severus had later learned, broke her ankle 
trying to escape the mad crush of people. Some kindly neighbor had pulled her onto a broom and 
took her to St. Mungo's. Both of them jumped when they heard him come in. 


"Severus!" Annie hissed and waved him over. "You're just the man we wanted!" 


"Somehow I doubt that," Severus said, but he walked over to them anyway. They were standing 
between him and his destination. 


"Mr Quentin ordered Silvestra into his office first thing this morning. You can find out why. It 
won't look suspicious if Mr Quentin sees you back there." 


"Or I could just go to work and let the two of you stew in your own unsatisfied curiosity," he easily 
replied and slipped past them into the back. 


He could hear muffled voices from behind Mr Quentin's office door and Severus slowed his walk 
to a linger, feeling only a hint of hypocrisy after the telling off he'd just given to his co-workers. 
The part of him that was something like a grown adult admonished him for sticking his big nose 
where it didn't belong, the rest of him — a good 89% of him at the very least — was still an overly 
curious teenager who liked nothing more than to listen at closed doors, to the great despair of his 
former teachers. Severus crept forward; his footsteps nearly silent even without the aid of magic 
and pressed his ear against the door. 


"I'm very sorry—" That was Mr Quentin, and he did, in fact, sound very sorry. "But you see this is a 
family business and we have a reputation to uphold—" 


A sob tore through the door. Silvestra. 


"What about your suitor?" Mr Quentin sounded desperate as the sobbing grew louder. "Surely, he'll 
do the right thing, and this will all get swept under the rug—" 


"He's married already!" Came Silvestra's cracked and miserable voice. 


"Ah. Yes, that— that does complicate things." 


There was a long pause. 


"Perhaps..." Mr Quentin trailed off. He started again a moment later, his soft voice taking on a 
fatherly tone. "There are options. You could say you have a sick aunt in the country. Away from 
Wizarding society. There are many couples who would love to adopt, regardless of blood status, 
you know how low our fertility rates are—" He coughed, as if suddenly embarrassed about using 
the term fertility around a young woman. "When you come back, we can pretend like it never 
happened. This doesn't have to ruin your life." 


Severus stepped away from the door, his heart thundering. He didn't even know Silvestra was 
pregnant, she hid it so well. His hand automatically flew to his stomach, but he forced it back down 
the moment he felt that small bump. It wouldn't do to be seen cupping his belly. Might as well hang 
a neon sign from his neck that read KNOCKED UP. 


The day was long, and hard, and made longer and harder by Agatha's whispered gossiping about 
Silvestra's situation. Severus shifted in his chair, trying to alleviate the pains in his back, as Agatha 
ran a steady stream of commentary, only stopping when Matilda swept past them. "—pretended he 
was a widower, said his wife died in some random Death Eater attack. Can you believe his nerve? 
Taking advantage of all this horror in order to gain sympathy from a girl he knew was too young 
and pretty for him! And she did pity him, poor thing. Talked about him like he was some great 
invalid that she had to personally nurse back to health. I tried to tell her that the whole thing seemed 
off, but she insisted he was going to propose once the mourning period was over—" 


Another cramp shot through him, icy hot for a split second, and Severus had never been more 
grateful when the charmed door automatically unlocked for lunch. Severus sighed and stood up, 
only to freeze in place when he felt something wet slip between his thighs. Please tell me I did not 
just piss myself, he thought in horror. Pregnancy had to be one of the worst indignities he had ever 
had to suffer through, and he had suffered a Jot of indignities in his short life. 


Severus discreetly felt himself under pretense that he was knocking the wrinkles out of his robe, 
and his hand came away dry. Thank God he only ever wore black. "You're looking a little pale," 
Agatha commented, staring hard at his face. "Come with me to the park. We can eat our lunch 
there. You could use a little sun." 


"T'll join you in a bit, I just have to—" he gestured down the hall toward the water closet and Agatha 
nodded with a smile and waved as she left the room. 


Severus darted for the water closet, shut the door, and locked it with two different spells. He lifted 
up his robes and unbuckled his trousers, ready to spell himself dry when he saw that his graying 
underwear had darkened to red. 


Don't panic, he told himself. [t probably just looks worse than it is. It's a couple of tablespoons of 
blood, at most. You read about this. 


Severus had, of course, parked himself at Flourish and Blotts and read through every book on male 
pregnancy he could get his hands on until they finally kicked him out with shouts of, "This is a 
bookshop, not a library!" when he first discovered he was pregnant. He had known this was 
coming, sooner or later. 


Just to make sure, he reached down between his legs, past his cock and testicles, to examine the 
taint. He had noticed the skin was swollen these past few days, and as he brushed it with the tips of 
his fingers, he felt it give way to an opening that had not been there before. His magic had created a 
birth canal. He pulled his fingers away and saw they were coated in blood. At that moment, another 
cramp ripped through him, radiating through his thighs and making his knees shake so hard that he 


had to hold onto the toilet to keep from falling. He couldn't work like this. He needed to lie down 
until it was over. 


He spelled his clothing clean, grabbed a fistful of toilet paper to shove against him and keep the 
blood from leaking into his underwear again, and scrubbed his hands free of blood in the sink. He 
hobbled back to the sewing room where he knew Matilda would be. She never left the building for 
lunch but ate her meal right at the table. She looked up in surprise to see him standing there and 
said, "I thought you'd gone to the park. You're not back already?" 


"Tam ill," he said. "I need to take the rest of the day off." 


Matilda huffed in irritation. "Now? When we have all these orders? You young people only think 
about yourselves! Fine, fine, go do whatever it is you plan on doing! I'll inform Mr Quentin. Don't 
think this won't go unnoticed! I won't be surprised if he docks your pay!" 


Severus nodded, too distracted by the toilet paper growing steadily damper against his skin to even 
bother with the unfairness of it all. He quickly made his way out of the building, trying to keep his 
gait normal and measured. Witches had to deal with bleeding once a month; surely, they had 
charms for this sort of thing. Severus ran through a mental list of all his books. Somehow, he 
doubted he would find any answers in his collection. 


His current situation wiped from his mind all thoughts of James Potter until he climbed the rickety 
stairs to his flat, one hand grasping the rotten railing and the other pressed against his spasming 
back, to see the Devil himself leaning against the wall beside his wide-open door. 


Potter's eyes landed on him. "Shouldn't you be at work?" He taunted. "Kind of hard to maintain 
your cover story if you don't actually put in the effort." 


Severus ignored him and stormed towards his apartment, but Potter swiftly moved himself between 
him and the door. "Move," he growled. 


"Can't." Potter shrugged and smiled. "Official investigation." 


Severus glanced over him, noting he was wearing regular, everyday robes and lacking a badge. 
"Doesn't seem that official. You're not in uniform." 


Potter's face purpled with rage and that relaxed stance disappeared as he loomed over Severus. 
"Because you got me fired!" He shouted. 


Severus knew he was treading in dangerous waters, but he couldn't stop laughing even if he wanted 
to. "You got yourself fired!" He grinned madly. "All I did was tell the truth. Besides, you got me 
blacklisted first! I say it's only fair." His eyes lit up as he suddenly realized a very important detail. 
"If you're no longer an Auror, then what you're doing right now is illegal. It's called breaking and 
entering.’ I'm sure Shacklebolt would be very interested to hear about this." 


A shadow suddenly appeared, and Severus flinched in fright as Black's grinning face popped up 
from inside his flat, behind Potter's shoulder. "He might not be an Auror, but 7 am." 


Potter threw him a smirk. "See, Snivellus? I never once stepped foot inside. Completely on the up- 
and-up." 


Severus was tense, ready to flee at any second. Potter on his own was one thing; Potter with Black 
was an entirely different situation. Potter turned to look at Black as he stepped out of the apartment. 
"What'd you find?" 


Black pulled a disgusted face. "Other than the fact that it's the most depressing shithole I've ever 
seen? Nothing. But then, I guess even Snivellus is smart enough not to keep any Dark artefacts in a 
place like this. Probably has them squirreled away somewhere." Black gave him a patronizing 
smile. "But don't worry, we'll be back." 


Black and Potter left, the latter throwing him a dark scowl as he descended the stairs. Severus 
ducked inside his flat, spelling it locked and putting down several wards as he swept through the 
single room, making sure those two hadn't left behind any delightful "pranks." Other than his stack 
of books that had been tossed all across his floor, his flat hadn't exactly been ransacked. Probably 
because it was a depressing shithole and he didn't own anything fo ransack. He was glad he hadn't 
actually bought anything for the baby yet. He could only imagine how that would have gone down. 


Severus stripped off his clothes, wincing as he peeled away the paper that was glued to his skin 
with blood. It was completely soaked through. He tossed it in the trash, washed his hands, and 
placed one of his new towels on the bed before climbing in. He had developed the ability to sleep 
at anytime, anywhere, as a young child; sleeping helped keep the pain at bay when his mother 
couldn’t — or wouldn’t — heal him. Considering there was nothing to heal, and the only option was 
to ride it out, he returned to the old standby in the face of his lack of pain potions. He pushed the 
pain into a box in the back of his head, turning himself inward to drift off to sleep. 


The sun was high in the sky when he woke, and he panicked for a moment thinking he was late for 
work before he realized, oh, it’s Sunday. He had slept all through the afternoon and that night and 
what looked to be most of the morning. Severus scrubbed at his face, the skin between his thighs 
felt tight and itchy with dried blood coating them. He turned to get up and froze as he felt 
something pool out of him. Looking down he saw a fresh stream of blood trickle out from between 
his legs, looking bright and gory against the now rust-colored towel. Fear started to cloud his mind 
as his thoughts circled in on each other. J shouldn’t still be bleeding, should I? It shouldn’t last this 
long. The pain has stopped, so why hasn’t the bleeding stopped? Is this— am I having a 
miscarriage ? 


Severus scrambled from the bed and raced to Astrid’s cage, who gave an irritated cry when she 
saw that he was finally awake. He scribbled out a note to Agatha on a piece of used parchment and 
attached it to Astrid, who did not look happy about having to go off after being left to fend for 
herself most of the day. “Please, please, just go, get this to Agatha,” he said, and maybe it was the 
desperation in his voice, because she fluffed up her feathers and took off as soon as he opened the 
window. 


It took Agatha almost an hour to arrive, not having the luxury to be able to apparate whenever and 
wherever she wanted. He heard her come up the stairs, along with a second pair of feet, and 
Severus sank on the bed, wrapped up in a robe, as she stormed inside, looking wild and scared. A 
man followed in at his heels, carrying with him a black medicine bag. “Hello,” he said. “Is this my 
patient?” 


“Why didn’t you say anything!?” Agatha cried and reached out to him, but the man waved her off 
before she could. 


“Right now, the important thing is the health of mother and baby. If you could just step outside for 
a moment, I need to speak with Mr Snape alone,” the man said. Agatha frowned, but did as she was 
told, giving Severus one last look as she stepped out into the hall and closed the door behind her. 
“T’m Dr. Gawadia. I’m just going to take a look to see what’s going on, so I need you to lie back 
and spread your legs for me. A little wider, if you please, and I need for you to scoot closer to the 
edge of the bed. There you go, that’s it. How long has the bleeding been going on?” 


“Since yesterday at around noon, that’s when I noticed the... opening.” Severus winced as he felt a 
gloved hand breach inside the newly formed canal. On his back, legs spread... he’d only ever been 
in this position once before. It wasn’t exactly painful, but it was very uncomfortable, the muscles 
still new and sore as the doctor examined him internally. 


“The canal is completely formed, and I’m not feeling any abnormalities.” He removed his hand and 
Severus quickly brought his legs down and covered himself. The doctor cast a spell over his 
stomach, and Severus saw his body glow a soft blue. “The baby is still alive, no signs of 
miscarriage. How far along are you?” 


“Five months.” 


The doctor frowned. “Your bump is small; we should be seeing more growth than this. It could be 
caused by anemia; I can tell you have an iron deficiency just by looking at you. Anemia can cause 
intrauterine growth restriction. It also increases the risk of preterm delivery and morbidity. It might 
also be the cause of your excessive bleeding. I’m going to give you a few potions to take, and I'll 
see you in a week.” 


He reached into his bag and pulled out vial after vial. Severus shook his head. “I can’t afford this.” 


“My services are funded by the Ladies of Avalon,” Dr. Gawadia explained. “They run a charitable 
organization for impoverished and unwed mothers. They are also well-known for finding loving 
homes for children, so if you are ever in need of assistance—” 


“IT won’t have them sell my baby to the highest bidder,” Severus sneered. 
“They don’t sell the children—” 
“So, they aren’t being paid under the table to provide magical children to infertile couples?” 


“You shouldn’t believe everything you read in The Daily Prophet,” Dr. Gawadia said, neatly 
dodging the question. “Drink those potions and contact me immediately if the bleeding doesn’t 
stop by this evening or if it worsens. Your friend knows how to get in touch.” 


He patted Severus’s knee and stood up. Severus grabbed one of the vials and uncorked it, sniffing 
it. A potion for anemia, but poorly brewed. It barely had any aroma, and the color was off. Still, he 
wasn’t one to look a gift horse in the mouth, and he quickly downed it before reaching for the next 
vial. Agatha peeked into the room as the doctor left. She cautiously approached and sat next to him 
on the bed. 


“Have you told anyone you’re pregnant?” She asked at last. 


Severus shook his head. “No one, other than my parents, not that they care. And you can’t tell 
anyone either, understand?” 


Agatha pursed her lips together and said nothing. 


Chapter 6 


Severus knew from the moment he stepped inside the sewing room that Agatha had betrayed him. 
Matilda was quiet, with none of her usual harsh criticism, and Agatha kept staring at him with big, 
watery eyes. The house-elfs alone seemed out of the loop, and they kept looking from him to 

Matilda to Agatha, as if they were trying to use Legilimency to pick the answers from their brains. 


So it was completely unsurprising when Mr Quentin asked to see him in his office. Severus set his 
work aside and stood up, holding his head up high. He didn't look in Agatha's direction. This was 
her fault anyway. He swept past them, reaching within him to pull out that imperious mask that 
held nothing but disdain for the people around him. He stepped into Mr Quentin's office and sat 
down in the chair without being given leave. He's not going to cry and blubber like Silvestra. 
Whatever happened, happened. 


Sitting across from him, Severus was struck by how old and small Mr Quentin appeared. And he 
seemed to age by the second as he stared at Severus's stomach, trying to spot the bump hidden by 
his robes. 


The first words out of My Quentin's mouth were, "I'm sorry." 


Severus snorted, but otherwise said nothing. He was sorry? Him, when he got to go home at the 
end of the day to a nice house and a full-course meal and house-elfs to wipe his ass? He would 
never think about Severus again after this day. 


Mr Quentin half-hid his face in one small, wrinkled hand. "I tried to bring up Anthony right, but 
he's always been... Maybe I spoiled him. Maybe I turned a blind eye when I shouldn't have. I 
should have said something at the park. I should have stopped him from following you. It wasn't 
the first time, was it? Matilda came in here months ago, ranting about how he'd made you take his 
measurements in a way that was completely inappropriate. I brushed it off when I shouldn't have, 
and now you're paying the price. I'm sorry. I'm so, so sorry." 


Severus sat frozen, his mind racing. Mr Quentin believed Anthony was the father? But, surely he 
was capable of math. He was already pregnant by almost two full months before he started 
working here. Agatha knew- wait. No, she didn't know. She couldn't have known. She had left the 
room during Dr Gawadia's examination, and the bump was small. Severus kept quiet, and waited 
to see where Mr Quentin would go with this. The Slytherin part of his brain whispered that he 
could probably extort some money out of Mr Quentin. It'd be a terrible scandal for a family 
business. 


Mr Quentin pulled his hand away and looked up at Severus. "I know a lovely couple who would—" 


"No," Severus harshly interrupted, speaking up for the first time since stepping foot in this room. 
"I'm keeping my child. They're the only family I have." 


Mr Quentin slowly nodded. "I own a small cottage in the country," he said quietly. "We could— 
that is if you're amenable— you could go there until— until the baby is born. I'll see to all of your 
expenses. Afterwards, I can set you up somewhere nice, far away from here. I have a friend in 
Dublin who owes me a favor. I can get you a job, one that pays very well." 


Part of him rankled at the thought of being shoved into some dusty corner, out of sight of the more 
"respectable" members of society. The other half of him, the practical Slytherin part of him, knew 
it was a golden opportunity. He'd get plenty of food and rest and the best part of all: no Potter. Of 


course, there was the small issue of the baby's timeline . It would look very suspicious if Severus 
gave birth to a fat, healthy baby two months premature, but well— Severus had to first make it to 
the end of his pregnancy and, struggling as he did now, he wasn't sure if he would. He had to take 
this opportunity, consequences be damned. "If you think it best," Severus murmured, trying to 
make his voice sound meek and accommodating. 


Mr Quentin nodded his head. "Yes, I think that would be best." 
"When?" 
"The earlier the better. Would you be ready to go by tomorrow morning?" 


That was how Severus found himself the next morning at dawn, sitting in a train hurtling toward 
the country with his old school trunk, laughing to himself at the thought of Potter lurking around 
his empty flat, waiting for him to return from work. 


The cottage had that sort of idyllic beauty that could be found on postcards. Climbing roses 
covered its stone walls; there were a few blooms still stubbornly clinging to the vine despite the 
wind and chill, their large heads filled with crinkled, peach-colored petals, redolent with a rich 
fragrance. Severus walked the winding paths between the tall grasses that, in spring, would reveal a 
sea of irises and jonquils. There was a forest just beyond the cottage, an old forest that promised 
magical ingredients ripe for reaping, and towards the front were fallow fields stretching in every 
direction. 


Severus spent his days in idle relaxation, his needs and wants taken care of by Mr Quentin. There 
was a lingering guilt that overtook him sometimes, chastising him for his laziness. Sometimes, he 
woke up at dawn, terrified that he was late for work, worried about where his next meal would 
come from, before he remembered where he was. A stranger stared out at him from the mirror. 
Who was this person with his glowing skin and full cheeks? Not ugly, greasy Snivellus. Severus 
brushed back his hair as he looked at his reflection, thinking he should be happy with the results 
that a life without stress and filled with good food had wrought on his looks, but honestly he felt 
like a fraud. 


His feelings of duplicity only increased whenever Mr Quentin's midwife came to visit. She would 
measure his stomach from the top of the fundus and say, "You're coming along nicely! Right on 
schedule!" Except he wasn't. Severus ran his hands along the curve of his stomach. He was 
apparently right on schedule for someone five months pregnant, not nearly seven, which he was 
now. Something was wrong, he could feel it going wrong, but he kept quiet. If Mr Quentin found 
out his son wasn't the father this would all be taken away. He would be left on the streets, like 
Silvestra. 


"Don't die," he whispered to the bump, feeling the sluggish movement of his baby fluttering 
underneath his palm. "This is all for you. You can't die." 


It was late one evening at the end of November. The sky had been dark and cloudy all day, 
threatening to cover his cottage in a blanket of snow. He'd spent the day reading Muggle novels. 
He was half way through Jane Eyre, and he suspected that he should identify more with dark, 
brooding, lonely Rochester, but he felt a special kinship with Jane: "Do you think because Iam 
poor, obscure, plain and little, 1am soulless and heartless? You think wrong! I have as much soul 
as you — and full as much heart! And if God had gifted me with some beauty and much wealth, I 
should have made it as hard for you to leave me, as it is now for me to leave you!" 


Severus was torn from his reading when he heard the door to the cottage open. He dropped his 


book, and — bracing his hand against his stomach — pulled himself up from the sofa he had been 
sprawled across. He grabbed his wand next to the pile of unopened letters Agatha sent to him (he 
was still too angry to even look at them), and crept closer to the parlor door, peeking out into the 
hall. 


He could hear someone stumbling around in the kitchen, pots and pans being knocked over, and 
then a voice, "Come out, you fucking slut!" 


He recognized that voice instantly. It was Anthony Quentin. Shock went through him, followed 
swiftly by rage, and Severus found himself storming down the hall to the kitchen, wand already 
drawn to hex the man into oblivion. 


Quentin was swaying slightly in the middle of his kitchen, drunk up to his eyeballs. He managed to 
turn around without falling when Severus appeared behind him. "You," he hissed. 


"Me," Severus agreed. 


He took a step forward, but Severus leveled his wand at his head, stopping him in his tracks. "You 
fucking whore," he accused. "I never bedded you! And now my father— my father won't even look 
at me! You'll tell them! You'll tell them all the truth! Tell them you got knocked up by whatever 
gutter trash you lay with—" 


"The truth?" Severus sneered, his voice low and quiet but echoing within the small confines of the 
kitchen. "The truth will do you no favors. You're hardly a saint, using your power and privilege to 
harass those who work for you, who have no choice but to accept it or be turned out onto the 
streets!" He smiled. "And, anyway, it's your own fault if everyone thinks you've gotten me in the 
family way, what with the way you bragged about having me." 


Quentin's face purpled. "If you're going to accuse me of being the whelp's father, then it's only 
right I get to enjoy what I'm owed." 


He made a lunge for Severus, who dodged the drunkard easily enough despite his ungainly bulk. 
"Touch me and I'll gut you!" He shouted, one hand held protectively over his stomach. 


Quentin fumbled for his wand and Severus threw out a flipendo as he ducked out of the kitchen and 
back into the hall. He heard Quentin being thrown against the table, the crash as the legs gave 
away, the scattering of glass as something broke. He expected to hear curses and groaning, and 
pressed his back against the wall, his wand ready to deliver a stupefy the moment Quentin 

stumbled across the threshold. But there was only silence. Severus waited as the seconds ticked by, 
but no other sounds came from the kitchen. He peeked around the corner and his heart stopped at 
the sight. 


Quentin laid in the middle of the broken table, surrounded by water, cut roses, and colored glass 
shards of a shattered vase. One of the shards had pierced cleanly through his throat. A pool of 
blood was rushing from the gaping wound, mixing with the water. There was so much of it, and yet 
more continued to pour out, flooding across the tile, with every second that ticked by. Severus 
rushed forward, cutting his feet on the glass as he knelt beside the man. There was no light in his 
eyes; he stared unseeingly up at Severus. He reached down, trying to feel for a pulse, but there was 
too much blood. He pressed his ear against his chest. No stirring of breath, no thumping of a 
heartbeat. 


Severus stumbled away from the body. He scrubbed at his face, and his stomach turned as he felt 
the blood on his palms coat his skin. He needed— he needed help. He— Severus glanced around 
him, trying to reign in his panicking thoughts. Lucius. Lucius might help him. He ran from the 


kitchen and back to the parlor, grabbing a handful of Floo powder from the jar that sat on the 
mantel and tossing it in. 


After a moment, Lucius Malfoy's face blazed in the embers. "Oh, it's you," he said in that affected 
drawl he sometimes put on when he was hurt and didn't want to show it. "I'm terribly sorry, I'm a 
very busy man, I've no time for—" 


"Lucius," Severus said, his voice sounding very small and cracking with emotion. " Please, I need 
help." 


Lucius paused in the middle of his great monologue, staring at him through the flames. The 
fireplace suddenly blazed to life and there was Lucius striding forward, to stand before Severus's 
kneeling form. Grey eyes swept over him, taking in the blood and his rounded stomach. "What 
happened?" He asked, his voice surprisingly gentle. 


Severus broke. He choked on his sobs as he blubbered out the entire sordid affair while Lucius 
listened calmly. After he was done, Lucius walked into the kitchen to survey the scene. "Get up, 
come on," he said as he came back into the parlor, and helped pull Severus to his feet. "Have you 
got any Dreamless Sleep? Good, I want you to take some and go upstairs to bed. Tomorrow this 
will all seem like a bad dream. My friends and I will take care of everything. Go on now." Lucius 
shooed him along upstairs, like Severus was a hysterical child that must be placated. 


Chapter 7 


Severus awoke sometime around noon. The pillows were soft, and the bedclothes were warm. He 
dreaded pulling himself away from the bed's soft embrace to confront the blood and rot in the light 
of day. He laid there, watching the naked limbs of an oak sway in the breeze through his window. 


It was only when he heard noises coming from the kitchen below that he finally managed to rouse 
himself. 


He threw on a robe and crept down the stairs, frightened by what he might find. What he saw was a 
perfectly ordinary kitchen, the table and vase of roses looking whole and unbroken. The only thing 
that marked this morning as different from all the others that Severus had experienced so far in this 
kitchen was Lucius Malfoy sitting at the table, looking very much at home as he nibbled on the 
leavings of his lunch and read from a newspaper. "Sit," Lucius commanded when he spotted 
Severus lingering by the door. He folded the newspaper and set it beside his crumb-filled plate. 
"Eat something. I had Dobby come here and fix up something. You really should invest in a proper 
house-elf. I can’t imagine how you've gotten along so far." 


Normally, Severus would have responded with a snide comment, like of course you can’t imagine 
it, you’ve never worked a day in your life, but all he could do was collapse in the chair opposite of 
Lucius. Lucius frowned, disappointed that Severus had not taken the obvious bait, and snapped his 
fingers. A plate of sausage, eggs, and toast appeared before Severus, and his stomach churned at 
the sight. He pushed it away. 


“Eat,” Lucius said again, as if Severus was a disobedient puppy. 


“T can’t,” he complained. Thoughts of Quentin twisted through his brain. He feared he was about 
to be sick. 


He must have looked sick, because Lucius huffed out a snort. “Honestly, I’ve seen you gut live 
bats for your precious potions. I never would have thought you squeamish.” 


“T’ve never killed a human before!” Severus protested. 


“Please.” Lucius rolled his eyes. “He was hardly human. Anthony Quentin, Jr. was a bourgeois 
little half-blood with a reputation for whoring and gambling, who was never going to amount to 
anything in his life. He should have been put out of his misery long ago. If you hadn’t done it, I’m 
sure my friends would have.” 


Feeling the weight of Lucius’s stare, Severus picked up his fork and started to push his eggs 
around, breaking the yolk, but unable to actually bring it to his mouth. “What have you done 
with... with the body?” Severus asked. 


Lucius unfolded the newspaper and tossed it to him. He picked it up and scanned the headline: 
LOCAL BUSINESSMAN’S SON FOUND DEAD IN KNOCKTURN ALLEY 


Anthony Quentin, Jr. — heir to C&Q Tailoring, a landmark company in fine men’s 
apparel since 1869 — was found dead early this morning in Knockturn Alley. Quentin 
had been known to frequent houses of ill-repute within the area. He was located 
behind a garbage bin with his throat pierced in what is believed to have been a 
robbery gone wrong. 


“T told you I would take care of it,” Lucius said. “No one will ever know he was here.” 


“What if he told someone he was coming here last night? What if they find out I was the last 
person to see him alive?” Severus demanded. 


“So what? You, pregnant and abandoned. Him, a man known for being brute. Didn’t you say he 
threatened to rape you before you struck him with that jinx? A Knock-Back Jinx, at that. Hardly the 
stuff of Dark magic. My lawyers would have a field day with the case.” 


Severus rested his hands on his stomach. “They’ ll find out I lied. That he wasn’t the father.” 


“Yes, well, I didn’t say you’d come out of a trial smelling like roses, just that you wouldn’t be 
convicted. Not that there will be any trial. Now eat before it gets cold.” 


Severus obediently took a bite of his now-cold eggs, forcing himself to swallow it down. “You 
would really defend me if it came to that?” Severus asked. 


“Well, not me personally, I’m not a lawyer, but I will certainly pay for your legal team.” 
“Why?” 


Lucius huffed. “Surely you know. Despite your blood and your questionable life choices, I have 
always thought most highly of you. Among all the sycophants and social climbers I find myself 
dealing with day-in and day-out, there is you— You were never afraid to tell me what you thought, 
you never asked for money even when you desperately needed it. Do you know how rare that is? 
Severus, I thought we were friends. And you— you just disappeared from my life completely.” 


Severus looked down. “You wanted me to join the Death Eaters, and after I got pregnant— with a 
Muggleborn’s child—” 


“Yes, as I said, questionable life choices,” Lucius sighed. “Severus, you may not be aware, but we 
— my friends and I — we all have our pet mudbloods. We know not to interfere with those we’ ve 
marked as ours. Mulciber has plans to take that MacDonald girl as a concubine after we win the 
war, Yaxley has his squib brother, and I have several- my Muggleborn accountant, my old half- 
blood nanny, and you. The Dark Lord is generous, he’s promised us that you all will be spared 
when the time comes.” 


“Pet,” Severus whispered. If Lucius heard the word slip from Severus’s mouth, he did not pick up 
on the tinge of horror colouring it as he sipped his tea and talked as if the boy had said nothing at 
all. 


“So, there’s no need for you to keep hiding from me like this,” Lucius said. “I understand why you 
felt the need, but it’s completely unnecessary. You’re still my friend. Of course, we’ ll have to start 
looking for a proper spouse for you. Narcissa does love matchmaking...” 


Severus half-listened as Lucius rattled off lists of prospective husbands and wives, their family 
lineages, their wealth and prospects, and their power levels like a horse trader espousing a certain 
breed’s purity. 


Over the following weeks, Severus kept watch out the window, waiting for Potter or Black or some 
other Auror to arrive and cart him off to the Ministry. He swallowed his anger and hurt, and finally 
wrote Agatha back, demanding updates on the situation at home. She told him about the funeral, 


how they had all been given the day off, that Mr Quentin hadn’t been in the office for days and 
when they finally did see him, he looked rumpled and unshaven. She talked about the 
investigation. An Auror interviewed me. He was very handsome, about your age I think, wavy hair 
and grey eyes, she wrote. Sirius Black, most likely. /t’s a shame you weren’t here! He was so 
charming! You'd like him, I think. He did ask a few questions about you, but, of course, you’ve 
been gone for months now. He wanted to know why you had left, if there had been any bad blood 
between you and Mr Quentin’s son. Annie blabbed the whole awful story. I said you never asked 
for his attention, that you were a good, moral sort. The Auror was shocked; you’d think he’d have 
heard such things before, in his line of work. 


A week before he was due, it finally happened. 


Severus rubbed his back, wincing as another false contraction pierced through his hips and pelvis, 
and looked out the window to see two men in heavy cloaks pushing their way over the snow- 
covered fields to his little cottage. Severus opened the door as they crossed the gate. He recognized 
the smaller one as Mr Quentin, and the other— 


He threw back his hood, and Severus found himself staring into Sirius Black’s grey eyes. 


“Mr Quentin, it’s nice to see you again, I’m sorry for your loss,” Severus said and stepped aside to 
let him through. “Black,” he then spat out in acknowledgment as the other man brushed past him 
into the cottage. Even scared as he was, it would be a cold day in Hell before he’d let the likes of 
Black walk all over him. 


“Snape,” he responded, but it lacked the usual hostility. He wasn’t even looking at Severus’s face 
as he said it, his eyes remained glued to his stomach. Severus sneered and followed Mr Quentin 
into the parlor. 


“Do you want anything? Tea, perhaps?” Severus asked as Mr Quentin settled into the old 
wingback chair, but the old man quietly shook his head. Agatha was right; Mr Quentin 
looked horrible. His skin was yellow with jaundice and the flesh seemed to hang off of his cheeks. 


“Td like a—” Black began, but Severus interrupted him by saying, “What do I owe the pleasure?” 
and sat promptly down onto the sofa as gracefully as he could. 


Black snorted and took the only other chair available and said, “I’m just here to ask a few 
questions.” 


“About Anthony Quentin’s murder?” 
“You’re aware then?” 


“T can read,” Severus drawled, gesturing to The Daily Prophet left lying on the morning desk. “T 
can even write too.” 


Black’s cheek twitched, and Severus suspected that if Mr Quentin hadn’t been in the same room 
insults would have flown from his mouth. “What do you know about it?” 


“Only what I’ve read in the papers, and the letters Agatha sent me,” Severus said, parroting the 
canned responses Lucius had coached him in just in case this very thing happened. 


“Have you been to London at all in the past month?” 


“No, as per my agreement with Mr Quentin. He felt my condition would be an embarrassment to 
him and his son. And, anyway, my midwife strongly recommended against apparition and 


brooms.” 
“There are Muggle means—” 
“T have no money except that which Mr Quentin provides me.” 


Black pressed his lips together, his eyes only briefly meeting his before falling once more to stare 
at his stomach. Severus rubbed his belly as another false contraction lit up along his spine, and was 
gratified to see Black’s eye twitch at the movement. “Tell me about your relationship with 
Anthony Quentin.” 


“There wasn’t one.” 
“Y ou’re carrying his child.” 


“Sex isn’t a relationship,” Severus answered, neatly dodging the question. The Wizengamot could 
not claim he had lied if he was ever brought before them, only ever implying. 


“So, purely transactional then?” Black said with just a hint of mockery tinting his dark tone. The 
implication was clear. If it wasn’t for Mr Quentin, Black would have just come out and said it: 
whore. 


Severus arched one dark brow and then turned to Mr Quentin. “I am very sorry to have to say this 
in your presence.” At Mr Quentin’s mumbled, “It’s quite alright, I understand,” Severus turned 
back to Black and said, “Anthony Quentin abused his position. He knew I was vulnerable, and he 
took advantage of that.” 


“Did he rape you?” Black asked, and there was something softer in his tone, something that 
Severus never thought he would hear from Black. 


“He threatened.” 
“But never acted on? So, you had sex with him willingly? Why?” 


Severus answered the question with a question, once more never stating an outright lie. “Have you 
ever gone hungry, Black? Have you ever been desperate enough to dig through bins or fill your 
empty, cavernous stomach with plain water in a desperate attempt to keep the pain away? Have you 
ever forced yourself to sleep just to escape that ever constant hunger?” At Black’s wide-eyed stare 
Severus knew the answer. Another false contraction went through him, lighting up like fire, and 
Severus hissed and pressed his hand against his stomach. 


“What’s wrong with you?” Black demanded. 
“Nothing. False contraction.” 
“Are you sure?” 


“He’s not due for another two months,” Mr Quentin said, with a frown on his face. “Still, I think it 
might be best if we summon the midwife.” 


Black leapt from his chair, panic overtaking his face. “I think this concludes our interview.” 


Severus ignored him and continued to rub his stomach as a low, hissing breath escaped through his 
teeth. Another pulse, another flash of pain. Mr Quentin looked alarmed. “They seem to be coming 
in regular intervals.” 


Black had backed up toward the parlor door. “No need to get up, I can see myself out,” he said and 
all but bolted from the room. 


The midwife was called, and as she stepped out of the fireplace, Mr Quentin said, “I think he’s in 
labor.” 


Severus shook his head. “My waters haven’t broken.” 


“They don’t always break at the start of labor, dear,” she said. “Can you stand up for me so that we 
can move you somewhere more comfortable?” 


Severus attempted to stand and felt another pain shoot him. He grabbed his stomach and eased 
back down onto the sofa. The midwife nodded, still smiling pleasantly. 


“Here it is then. Let’s just push up your robes a little and I’m going to remove your trousers and 
pants to take a look at what’s going on.” Mr Quentin glanced away out of a sense of propriety, and 
moved to stand behind the sofa, hovering near Severus’s shoulder, as the midwife stripped him 
from the waist down. “Can you lift your legs up and bend your knees for me? I need to check—” 
The midwife fell silent and then, after a few seconds that seemed to last forever, her head popped 
up over his spread robes. Her smile was a little more strained. “You’re dilated at six centimeters. 
You’re about to begin active labour. I want you to relax. I know this is frightening, but there are 
many spells to help in the development of preterm babies.” 


Severus nodded, letting the woman’s voice soothe him as another contraction tore through him. It 
all seemed to happen very quickly, or maybe the pain simply muddied the events in his head, 
because suddenly the midwife was telling him it was time to push, and Severus strained as he bore 
down. 


“You’ve got it. You’re doing wonderfully. The head is crowning. Another big push now.” 


Severus pushed and the pain felt white hot. Mr Quentin’s wrinkled hand lightly touched his 
shoulder, and Severus reached up to grasp his wrist, anchoring his mind to the press of his thumb 
against the old man's jumping pulse. “You’ve got it. You’re almost finished. Keep going,” the 
midwife encouraged. 


He felt the baby slip free from his body and blearily looked over his still-swollen stomach to look 
at his child. Severus yanked his head back in shock, fear and horror twisting his face as he looked 
at it. That was not his baby. It was— it— 


The midwife smiled and held the thing up to him. It looked like an over-inflated water balloon, the 
kind he and Lily played with during the summer when they were kids, only it was a grayish-pink 
color and splattered with blood. Something moved underneath the surface and Severus saw a face 
peering out at him through the thin membrane. “It’s the amniotic sac,” the midwife said. “It never 
broke. It’s very rare, only one in about 80,000 births are en caul. They say that children born en 
caul are protected against drowning.” 


The midwife took up her wand and flicked it. The amniotic sac broke with a gush of water, 
revealing his child. His son. He was tiny, hardly bigger than the midwife’s hand, and he didn’t cry 
or wail but only mewled weakly. Severus lifted his hands to take him, but the midwife pulled him 
out of his grasp and set to work casting spells on him. Warming charms. Breathing charms. 
Protections against infections. Severus tried to pull himself up, but Mr Quentin was stronger than 
he appeared — or else, Severus was just very weak — because the hand on his shoulder pulled him 
back down onto the sofa. The midwife finished her casting, wrapped the child in a blanket, and 
finally, finally he was being pressed into Severus’s arms. The boy was light as a feather, and 


Severus was suddenly worried he might crush him, that he might prove himself to be Tobias’s son 
and become just as violent towards the boy as his own father had been. He almost wished for a 
daughter; it’d be different with a girl, he thought. He didn’t think he would slip into any bad habits 
if he had a daughter. But a son? How was he supposed to raise a son? 


“You’re very lucky,” the midwife commented. “Other than his very small size, he doesn’t appear 
too underdeveloped. Surprising, at this stage.” 


Severus said nothing but clutched the child tighter to him. Mr Quentin didn’t appear to have heard 
the midwife, he was staring at the child with a sad, fragile look. “I think he looks a little like 
Anthony,” he said, with a sigh. “A bit in the nose there.” 


It was a baby. All their noses looked the same, not that Severus would say such a thing to him. 


“This is Anthony’s only child, his only legacy,” Mr Quentin breathed. “I'll never have another 
grandchild.” 


“You have other children, don’t you, Mr Quentin?” Severus asked, turning back to stare at his 
child, even as his eyelids grew heavy. 


“No. My wife and I- we had difficulties conceiving. Same old story. We’re not Purebloods, but 
there’s still not enough Muggle in our veins to counteract the tangled genes.” He reached out and 
traced one brow of the baby’s head with the tip of his finger. “I was worried Anthony was sterile. 
He’d been linked to so many witches and wizards, and yet, none had—” He dropped his voice to a 
near whisper, still somewhat shy despite the fact that he had just witnessed Severus give birth. 
“None had fallen pregnant, until you.” 


“Hmm,” Severus hummed. The baby’s eyes were so blue. He couldn’t stop staring at them. 
“With Anthony gone, there’s no one left to inherit my business, my house, my wealth—” 
“Mmm-hmm.” 

“T need an heir, Mr Snape. I- Id like an heir from my own blood.” 


Severus leaned down to press his face against the baby’s. A son wasn’t so scary after all. He could 
raise a son. “You’re so small,” he whispered into soft, new skin. “Who gave you the right to be so 
small?” 


Mr Quentin was still dithering somewhere above him. “If you’re amenable, Mr Snape, I want to 
recognize your child as my grandson. Officially. He would be my heir. My sole heir... Mr Snape?” 


Severus blinked, trying to process what Mr Quentin was saying. He finally tore his gaze away 
from the child to look up at him. “What?” 


“Come back to London,” Mr Quentin said. “My home is large enough for you and the boy. Or, if- 
if that makes you uncomfortable, I have several other properties you may reside in. But ?d— Id 
like a relationship with my grandchild. I want him to inherit everything when I am gone.” 


Chapter 8 


Severus agreed. Of course, he agreed. His son needed constant care; care Severus couldn't provide 
if Mr Quentin sent him packing. The child was small and weak and the charms keeping him stable 
had to be re-cast every few hours. The boy would die if Severus ended up on the streets, or else 
he'd have to give him up, either to the Sisters of Avalon or an orphanage. He knew it was selfish, 
but this was his chance to have a real family, and he refused to give the child up. Besides, he was in 
too deep now. He couldn't tell Mr Quentin the truth. What if Mr Quentin demanded he pay him 
back for all the expenses he incurred on Severus's behalf? Severus wouldn't be in the streets then; 
he'd be in the gutter. No, he had to keep lying, for the sake of his son; he had no other choice, and 
if a very sarcastic voice piped up in the back of his head saying, So you just intend to keep digging 
that hole then? You think if you just keep on digging, you'll come out the other side? well, he could 
ignore it. He'd gotten good at ignoring that voice these past few years. 


But naming the boy Simon Anthony was a dirty move, even for him. "Anthony?" Mr Quentin 
asked, surprised at Severus's choice. "I wouldn't think you would use that name; it must bring up 
such terrible memories." 


"IT didn't name him after your son, I named him after you," Severus answered, and he felt like a 
complete bastard when Mr Quentin grew teary with emotion. 


Lucius was no help at all. He found the entire thing funny. "Honestly, the old man should be 
grateful," Lucius said one afternoon, sprawled on the sofa at the cottage while Severus fussed with 
his son. He was gaining weight every week and the midwife assured him that he would soon be 
able to dispel the charms; afterward, he would join Mr Quentin in London. He tried not to think 
about that. "You're giving him what he wants.” 


"It's all a lie. He wants a grandson of his own blood." 


"His blood? What's so special about his blood?" Lucius demanded. "It's not as if he's one of the 
Sacred 28. He's nobody. He's the product of a long line of mudbloods and half-bloods." 


"I'm a half-blood, and my son is half-Muggleborn," Severus pointed out, even knowing he was 
treading on dangerous ground. 


Lucius sat up with a glare. "You also have Prince blood in you. That counts for something. More 
than any Quentin." 


It amazed Severus the sort of mental gymnastics Lucius could twist himself into to justify his 
friendship with Severus, if only in his own head. 


By the time Simon reached the age of six months, he was completely caught up in weight and size 
for his age group, and he no longer needed any charms to help him breathe. But he continued to lag 
behind in other areas. At this point, he should be saying simple sounds like ba, ga, da. He should 
even be stinging them together to make bababa or dadada. But Simon remained silent, except for 
those helpless mewling noises he made. "All babies are different," the midwife said. "But a 
preterm birth can sometimes lead to developmental delays, as well as long-term disabilities. He is 
hitting almost all of his milestones, so I do not think there is cause to worry yet, but you should be 
prepared just in case." 


Except Simon wasn't preterm. He had been starved in the womb. Severus laid on the floor, 
watching him kick his feet and wiggle his body in an attempt to roll over. This was his fault. Any 


problems Simon might have were due to his own poor choices. J should have tracked down David, 
Severus thought angrily, disgusted with himself. J should have gotten married like my mother said. 
What made me think I could do it all on my own? 


Simon looked at Severus and broke into a smile, and the dark cloud hanging over his head 
dissipated for a time. Severus grinned back and swooped the child up into his arms. 


"Here we are, watch your step," Mr Quentin said as he hobbled up to the side of the carriage, 
leaning heavily on a cane. Severus stepped out of the carriage with Simon balanced on his hip. He 
glanced up at the Italian-style townhouse with its facade of brown marble. The front entrance — 
made of massive, carved doors of walnut — were flanked by columns. Above the doors was the 
engraved head of Medusa. The building was nestled between similar 19th century mansions, 
though they had long been broken up into apartments. This one — Quentin House — alone stood 
intact. 


"That's new," Severus commented, nodding at Mr Quentin's cane. 


Mr Quentin shrugged sheepishly. "Not as new as you might think. I tried for many years to get 
along without it in public, but well, time gets us all in the end." He gestured for Severus to follow 
him inside. The interior was even grander than the outside. The walls were covered in painted silk, 
chandeliers hung from plaster medallions, and the marble. It was everywhere. Lucius would think 
it uncountably gaudy and bourgeois, but Lucius also insisted on maintaining a flock of pure white 
peacocks which was the most ridiculous thing Severus had ever heard of. "These two rooms over 
here are the parlors, one for general guests, the other to allow for smokers. My grandmother 
couldn't abide by it and had this house built with two parlors to keep her husband happy. Across the 
hall is the ballroom. Of course, this old house hasn't seen too many of those these past twenty 
years. Here is the dining room. The art gallery. Kitchen, larder, laundry, and quarters for house-elfs 
and human servants are downstairs. On the second floor we have the bedrooms, the bathrooms, 
and the nursery. Third floor holds the guest rooms. Fourth floor leads up to the cupola," Mr 
Quentin rattled off as he took Severus upstairs. "I've had the third and fourth floors closed off. 
Didn't see much need in maintaining them. This is your bedroom, and right through that door there 
is the nursery." 


Severus paused in the hallway to linger in front of a portrait. Within its gilded frame was Anthony 
Quentin, Jr. in his riding habit, posing against a broken column. He gave Severus a salacious smirk 
and threw him a wink, before walking off to badger some distant ancestor in dour black robes. 
Severus swallowed and hurried to catch up with Mr Quentin. He crossed into what was to be his 
bedroom, stopping short to stare up in amazement at its green walls and dark walnut furniture. 


Mr Quentin waved him along, looking very much like a little boy at Christmas. "Come, see the 
nursery. I had it done up special." 


He opened the door to reveal a room filled with every toy imaginable. There was even an 
enchanted set of tin soldiers engaging in a mock battle over who would get to control the 
dollhouse. Severus watched a soldier drag one of his fallen comrades behind a rocking horse. He 
could very easily see how Anthony had been spoiled. 


Severus set Simon on the carpet and the little boy inched, and rocked, and sort-of-almost-not- 
quite-crawled toward the rocking horse. He grabbed one of the tin soldiers in his great, big baby 
fist and shoved it into his mouth, gnawing happily on it while his friend collapsed to his knees and 
wailed in despair. 


Severus kept to himself, rarely venturing outside the confines of Quentin House and its gardens. It 
was all out in the open now: there was no hiding the fact that he had given birth out of wedlock and 
though Mr Quentin's claiming of Simon as his heir did much in the way of legitimizing him, the 
stain would never be washed off completely— for either of them. Severus had big plans when he'd 
still been in school. He was going to prove them all wrong. He wasn't trash. He was somebody. 
Well, so much for all that. He dreaded meeting any of his old classmates. Worse, he might run into 
Black, or Potter, or Lily. 


Mr Quentin didn't push him into accepting any of the invitations he had so far received from Mr 
Quentin's social set, but his former employer put his foot down when it came time for the annual 
company picnic. "I don't have many years left," Mr Quentin said as Simon wiggled across the 
parlor, with more or less success. "It's doubtful I'll live long enough to see Simon become a man. 
You will need to take charge of his interests after I'm gone, including this company, until he 
reaches his majority, and that means showing a little consideration for your employees." 


"They might appreciate a raise more than a picnic," Severus muttered, but he acquiesced to the 
demands Mr Quentin placed on him and went to dress himself and Simon for the picnic. 


Mr Quentin scoffed. "Nonsense!" He called up the stairs as Severus ascended toward his bedroom. 
"I pay a competitive wage!" 


This time Mr Quentin did not walk with his employees but summoned a carriage to take the three 
of them to the park. "Apparition isn't good for ones this little," he said with a doting smile and 
ducked his head into the pram to give Simon a tickle, which the boy thoroughly enjoyed by the 
sound of his high-pitched squeals. "And as for walking..." Mr Quentin trailed off. So much had 
changed in a single year. At last year's picnic, Severus had been a lowly tailor and Mr Quentin had 
walked, if not sprightly, then with energy across Diagon Alley. Now, he did well to make it 
upstairs without assistance and Severus was entering the park not as an employee, but as mother to 
C&Q's heir. 


The streets were packed with people out to celebrate Merlin's birthday, the throng thick enough 
that their carriage moved at a snail's pace. When they finally arrived at the park, they were 
immediately accosted by Agatha. "Is this him?" She cooed as she peered into the pram. "Look at 
him! So precious! All that black hair! I can't believe you've been keeping him all to yourself this 
whole time. Everyone at the shop has been dying to meet him!" Simon reached up and grabbed her 
finger. "And you say he's crawling already?" 


"Well, I wouldn't call it crawling. Caterpillaring, more like." 
"Still, that's early. He's only seven months. They don't usually start that until nine months." 
"But he hasn't started babbling yet. He's not even trying." 


"Nothing to worry about," Mr Quentin insisted and reached down to pick Simon up. "All Quentins 
are late bloomers, and he's a Quentin through and through even if his name is Snape." 


Severus bit the inside of his cheek and hoped lightning wouldn't strike him down for his lies. 


By this time the rest of the staff had made their way over to look and they all offered their 
congratulations— more to Mr Quentin than to Severus himself. Mr Quentin proudly showed Simon 
off to the requisite ooing and awing of his employees. Matilda nodded her head toward Severus. 
"He's a handsome child, sir," she said. 


"Sir? When have you ever called me sir?" Severus laughed. "A year ago, I was just a kid barely out 


of school that you had to knock some learning into." 


Matilda stiffened. "I am well aware of my station, sir," she said. "Are you?" At Severus's confused 
look, she let out a sigh. "You are not yet accepted by society. How do you think it will look to 
them, getting friendly with the hired help?" She jerked her head toward a group of obviously 
wealthy Purebloods and half-bloods playing a game of croquet, if the richness of their robes was 
anything to go by. "You shouldn't keep writing to Agatha the way you do," Matilda continued. 
"You think you'll be able to invite her to any of those fancy parties your lot are always going to? 
She'll never be able to be a true friend to you now, only something like a pet that you must 
condescend to." 


"Oh, there's Fleamont and Euphemia," Mr Quentin said, and Matilda let herself fade into the 
background, gently pulling at Agatha away from them as she did. "Let's go say hello, Severus." 


Severus whipped his head around to see the entire Potter family strolling into the park: Potter, his 
parents, and his wife. "Oh, no, I can't!" Severus said, trying not to sound as panicked as he felt and 
suspecting he was failing miserably. 


"Nonsense," Mr Quentin said. It was his favorite word when confronted with a no. "We run in the 
same circles, go to the same parties. You're going to have to meet them eventually." 


Mr Quentin started walking toward them, Simon still in his arms, and Severus had no choice but to 
follow along, if only to protect his baby from any nefarious schemes Potter might be cooking in 
that daft brain of his. "Fleamont, hello," Mr Quentin called. 


"Anthony, good to see you." Fleamont Potter reached out to offer his hand, only to pull it back 
when he saw Mr Quentin's hands were occupied with a squirming infant. Severus quickly took 
Simon, and then there was a round of handshaking and congratulations between Mr Quentin and 
the elder two Potters. Severus, Lily, and the younger Potter remained silent, each doing their very 
best to look at anything except each other. Lily stared at her shoes, Potter watched the croquet 
game with as much intensity as if it was Quidditch, and Severus studied the clouds. He spotted one 
that looked like a duck. 


“So, this must—” Mr Potter began, before breaking off into a wet, chest-rattling cough. Severus 
turned Simon away, not willing to let his son catch even a cold after his hellish pregnancy and 
those first few months of Simon's life when Severus had to cast charm upon charm just to keep him 
breathing. Mr Potter fished out a handkerchief and hacked into it, while Mrs Potter fussed. He 
waved her off and spelled the kerchief clean before stuffing it back into his pocket. His face had a 
greenish tint to it, and Severus hoped he wasn’t about to be sick. “I apologize, these damn summer 
colds,” Mr Potter said with a smile. “You are Severus Snape, I take it? And this little fellow here 
must be Simon! What a darling child!” 


“Yes, he’s really very cute, Sev,” Lily suddenly spoke up, and then blushed when her husband 
whipped his head around to look at her, eyebrows raised. She raised her eyebrows back, and the 
two conducted an entire conversation that consisted only of glares, grimaces, and eye rolls. 


Lily must have come out the victor, because she turned her head back with a triumphant smile and 
Potter said in a stiff voice, “Yes. Good job.” 


“Good job?” Lily hissed under her breath. 
“Well, what do you want me to say?” Potter whined, much less quietly. 


“Not good job! He had a baby; he didn’t bake a damned cake!” 


Mr and Mrs Potter were excellent actors, because both simply smiled and serenely chatted on as if 
deaf and blind to the whispered argument between their son and daughter-in-law. “When Anthony 
told me about you, I was struck by how familiar your name sounded,” Mr Potter commented while 
his wife made funny faces at Simon. “You were at Hogwarts with my son, weren’t you? The same 
year?” 


Oh, he’s sure his name sounded familiar. Purebloods did so love their gossip, and Severus could 
only imagine the rumors that were circulating about him and his son. But Fleamont Potter couldn't 
just come right out and say that; that would be gauche. “Yes,” Severus said easily. Lily and Potter 
stopped their bickering to look at him, curious as to what he might say about their time at school, 
Potter looking distinctly more worried about the prospect than Lily. Oh, he should be worried. 
Severus flashed Potter a self-satisfied grin and turned back to the man’s father. “But I was in 
Slytherin and not really part of James’s set, so I doubt he’s told you many stories about me. No, 
you probably remember my name because you had me blacklisted from the Potions Guild last year. 
It came as quite a shock to me, as I do not recall ever having met you before, but if I have ever 
caused you offense, I deeply apologize for it.” Severus bowed his head, delighting in the shocked 
and horrified faces of Mr and Mrs Potter, the terrified look of Potter, and the dangerous flash of 
Lily’s green eyes as she rounded on him, an ear-piercing “What! ?” issuing forth from her mouth. 


Simon started to fuss, and Severus took that as his cue to leave. “Oh, if you’ll excuse me, it’s time 
for Simon to eat.” He made his way back to the picnic, Mr Quentin quickly following behind after 
another round of handshakes, these conducted much less enthusiastically, and leaving Potter to deal 
with the grenade Severus had just tossed into his perfect, happy family. He could imagine the 
things Potter must have said to his father to get him to agree to blacklist someone he had never 
even met, and he doubted any of it would line up with what Fleamont Potter saw of him today. He 
must think Potter took him for a fool. 


Severus grabbed a bottle from the pram and settled in next to Agatha on the blanket while she tried 
to wrangle Jack — who was now nearly one and a half years old — into eating his lunch. Someone lit 
off a few firecrackers, and Jack nearly jumped out of his skin at the piercing crack of colored 
sparks exploding over their heads. Simon, luckily, was too focused on his bottle to pay much 
attention to anything else. “It’s okay, baby,” Agatha soothed as she rubbed Jack’s back while he 
cried. She glanced over at Simon, her brows raised in surprise as the infant continued to drink. 
“Goodness, look how calm he is! Little man didn’t even fuss at the noise!” 


Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 


Maybe this is just post-Covid trauma, but I am fascinated by the fact that several of the 
parents from the Marauders era all died of dragonpox and most in the same year. It 
makes me wonder if this was actually an epidemic and if it was, if it had a major 
impact on Voldemort's rise, having this mostly young, bereaved generation looking for 
leadership after the deaths of their parents. 


Also, be warned, there is some ableism in this chapter because, you know, Purebloods. 


Severus leaned against the crib, watching Simon as he slept. The pacifier was half-way out of his 
mouth and Severus could see his eyes moving underneath his lids. What could a baby possibly 
dream about? Severus reached down and brushed back the fine black hairs dotting his head. If his 
eyes were open, they would be blue. A bright blue. Agatha was convinced they would eventually 
darken to brown. “Mr Anthony had brown eyes,” she said. “And your eyes are so dark they look 
almost black! Almost all babies are born with blue eyes. Trust me, by the time he turns two, they’ ll 
be brown.” 


Mims, however, was insistent. “Simon’s eyes are too light!” She said. “If they were going to turn, 
they’d be darker. They’ re staying blue.” 


Without looking away from his son, Severus reached over toward the table next to the crib and 
picked up an antique porcelain doll that had belonged to Mr Quentin’s mother. Severus sent it 
hurtling down to the ground, smashing it to pieces. The sound of it breaking was loud enough that 
it sent Mr Quentin hobbling up the stairs from the parlor. “Everything alright?” He asked, out of 
breath and wheezing, which sent him into another coughing fit. 


“Fine. Just bumped into the table,” Severus said and flicked his wand at the doll. The scattered 
pieces flew towards each other, reforming, and Severus set the now-unbroken doll back in its place 
of honor. 


Mr Quentin was still coughing. “Go lie down before you fall down,” Severus said, waving him off. 
“T brewed you a cough potion. It’s on the stand by your bed.” 


Mr Quentin nodded and, still coughing, stumbled toward his bedroom. Severus turned back to 
Simon, hoping to see his blue eyes, looking wide and scared at the frightening noises, but they 
remained closed. He hadn’t so much as stirred. 


Severus felt his heart drop. 


He had never seen a deaf student at Hogwarts, or a blind student, or a student with any noticeable 
disability, unless one counted Lupin. A blind student, in a castle where the staircase moved and 
with rooms that sometimes disappeared and reappeared at random? It’d be a nightmare. And 
Hogwarts relied so much on spoken incantations, not bothering to teach nonverbal magic until sixth 
year. He didn’t even know if he wanted Simon to study at Hogwarts, let alone if they would permit 
him there. Severus had never once received a helping hand from the staff; could he really expect 
them to properly accommodate his son? And what if he had to face bullies similar to Potter and 


Black? There were plenty of times when the only thing that saved Severus from another hexing 
was hearing Black’s barking voice as he took aim when his back was turned. Even when casting 
nonverbally, most wands were not completely silent upon releasing the spell. Those precious 
seconds it afforded would give Severus enough time to cast a shield at the very least. Simon 
wouldn’t even have that. 


His son’s vulnerability stirred up deep-seated fears within Severus. He knew exactly how 
unforgiving and cruel this world could be; the thought that even now, when he had finally secured 
their financial stability, his son would still have to struggle was untenable to Severus. Not only 
that, but to struggle in ways Severus had no experience or knowledge in. Poverty, abuse, these 
things he knew and could navigate around. How would he be able to help Simon with this? He 
needed books. He needed to do research. Maybe there was a cure, and if there wasn’t he could 
damn well invent one and in the meantime he was going to ensure that Simon became a master at 
nonverbal magic. 


He took Simon to St Mungo’s the following morning to confirm his suspicions, checking in on Mr 
Quentin before he left. Severus knocked on his bedroom door, and then knocked again when there 
was no answer. He cracked open the door and peeked inside, surprised to find him still asleep. He 
was usually already dressed and finishing his breakfast, ready to head to the shop by this time of 
morning. Mr Quentin was not lying fully on his back, but was propped up with pillows. There was 
a deep, rattling sound in his chest with every inhale and exhale of his lungs. Severus frowned and 
shut the door, making a mental note to brew more cough potion when he got back. 


St Mungo’s was more crowded than usual. The waiting room was filled with people hunched over, 
shivering in their winter cloaks despite the summer heat, coughing or vomiting in turns. Severus 
lingered by the entrance, Simon held protectively against his body. He glanced at two mediwitches 
chatting in a corner, eyeing their white masks and head coverings, as well as their oilcloth aprons 
lightly spotted with lingering traces of blood and pus. "Euphemia Potter got a room all to herself. 
Typical. If I had known you lot still fell all over yourselves over a fancy title and a pedigree I'd 
have stuck with the Muggle World. I've got patients lined up in the hallways, and she gets a room 
all to herself?" One of them was complaining. 


"Oh, but I do feel bad for her," the other said. "I don't think anyone's told her about her husband—" 
she trailed off when she caught sight of Severus and quickly came over to them. "Good morning! 
We currently have two waiting rooms set up at the moment. This one's for patients with dragonpox. 
It's unpleasant for healthy adults, but it can be very serious for the elderly and young children, 
which means we need to escort this young man to our other waiting room. We don't want you 
getting sick, do we?" She cooed at Simon. "Right this way, sir, and if you could tell me the reason 
for your visit?” 


“T think my son is deaf.” 
"I'm sure it's nothing quite so serious, but we'll have someone run some tests. Please have a seat." 


Severus was proven right. Simon had profound congenital hearing loss. The mediwizards were all 
very sympathetic as they explained there wasn't much they could do. Some seemed half afraid that 
he might just transfigure his son into a toad out of shame right then and there, and Severus tried not 
to be offended at that knowing what he did of Purebloods. Abraxas Malfoy would have done much 
worse had Lucius dared to come out less than perfect. One Muggleborn mediwitch pulled him 
aside and told him he might have better luck with the Muggles. They had recently invented 
something she called a cochlear implant, though the technology was still in its infancy. There were 
also hearing aids, but they were large and noticeable and far too Muggle for the Wizarding World 
to find acceptable. Severus might as well paint a target on his son's back if he got him one of those. 


Plus, there was no guarantee they would work in places like Hogwarts or Diagon Alley, where the 
magic was so thick it disrupted any and all electrical devices. Severus smiled at a memory of Lily 
back in their first year; she had brought along her transistor radio to Hogwarts, turned it on, and the 
thing promptly vomited a puff of smoke and melted all over her bed. She had waved its mangled 
corpse under Severus's nose as she told him the entire episode. 


Severus made a stop at Muggle London to purchase some books on British Sign Language before 
returning home. He fed Simon and put him down for his nap, before going to check on Mr 
Quentin. He was still in bed, still making that horrible rattling sound when he breathed, but now 
his face looked green, his flesh swollen, and bloody pustules were forming all down his neck and 
arms. He opened his eyes, which looked hazy and unfocused, and said, "I don't think this is a cold." 


Mr Quentin lived for only two more days. Severus tried to get him a room at St Mungo's but the 
mediwizards there could only shrug helplessly. All full, they said, we'll get to him as soon as we 
can, and Mr Quentin, old and belligerent and exhausted, ordered Severus to take him back home so 
that he could die comfortably in his bed. 


"I wish I could see that baby," Mr Quentin sighed, with a touch of delirium from the potions 
Severus fed him on the hour to keep the pain at bay. His mind was muddled, his memories kept 
slipping away from him. He couldn't remember Simon's name, but he constantly asked Severus to 
see "that baby." 


"We don't want him to get sick," Severus said as he eased him into a sitting position. 
"I know," Mr Quentin said. "Still... I wish I could see that baby." 


Severus bit his lip, the action hidden by the mask he wore. He wondered if he should tell him the 
truth, but swiftly decided against it. The truth wouldn't help anyone now; it'd only break Mr 
Quentin's heart. 


Mr Quentin reached out to take Severus's hand. "Thank you," he said suddenly. A spark of lucidity 
had returned to his brown eyes. "You didn't have to go through with it. I know you're good at 
potions. You could have gotten rid of that baby and no one would have ever known." 


Severus let the old man pat his hand. "I didn't want to get rid of him. I wanted... I wanted to belong 
to someone," he admitted, surprised at how easy it was to share this when he had been so terrified 
of it before. Couldn't tell, not even Lily could know how deep that craving for something ran, 
churning like a maelstrom inside of him, he couldn't be weak. "I don't have anyone, my parents... 
My parents are not good people and I don't have anyone else. I just... wanted to love something 
that would love me back." 


"Thank you," Mr Quentin said again and tilted his head to drink the potion Severus held up to his 
lips, the lucidity fading from his eyes as he drifted off to sleep. 


The funeral was small and intimate, and Severus, having no idea what he was supposed to do, let 
Lucius navigate through the paperwork and make the arrangements. Other than Mr Quentin's 
employees and a scattering of old family friends and distant relations, few people attended the 
service. Severus didn't know if it was because of the scandal the Quentin name had drummed up 
this past year, or if it was because so many people of Mr Quentin's set were already in the ground, 
all reaped by the same disease that had taken him. There were the Potters, and he had heard 
through Narcissa and Lucius that Orion Black had also died of dragonpox only a week ago, plus 
countless more. 


Of those few that did show up, only a handful paid Severus the respects he was owed. He was not 


Mr Quentin's son-in-law, and heir or no heir the child was a bastard. Things only grew worse when 
he sat down to meet with Mr Quentin's solicitor and his accountants. He was told, in no uncertain 
terms, that the money was quickly running out and C&Q Tailoring was floundering. 


"Mr Quentin's son had already gambled away most of Simon's inheritance before he died," one 
reedy-looking accountant explained. "And the shop's profits have been steadily decreasing. The 
robes and cloaks are seen as too old-fashioned these days. Unless C&Q sees a major turnaround, 
the shop will go under in three years, maybe four if you're lucky. I'd recommend selling both the 
shop and the mansion. You and your son could comfortably live on the proceeds for the rest of 
your lives." 


Severus leaned back in the leather chair and braced his arms against the table, his mind turning. 
After all Mr Quentin had done for him, selling his store and his family home seemed disrespectful. 
He had to try; it was the least he could do. 


Tobias Snape had been a vile, selfish, lazy man, but there had been a time, when Severus was very 
young, that he had, if not loved his father then at least respected him. When Severus had been 
seven years old, Tobias led a strike against the mill. It had shocked Severus to see his father take 
charge of his fellow workers, to see him make impassioned speeches against injustices. Who was 
that strangely charismatic man, and where did he go? Why had he never shown his wife and son 
the same consideration he had given those workers? Severus smiled at the gentlemen in front of 
him, and it was not a nice smile. C&Q was hardly unique in Wizarding Britain. Most of the shop 
workers toiled for 12-hour days with only one day off a week, for pay that was abysmally low, to 
be drained dry until they were no longer of use and left on the streets, or else dead. And Severus 
had experienced it all firsthand. The Wizarding World was due for some shaking up. 


The first thing he did upon taking control of the shop was to increase pay and reduce their working 
hours to 8. Severus thought the staff would be ecstatic, and he thought they would be if they had 
been Muggleborn but they had been born to the Wizarding World and knew very little of the 
greener pastures just outside their bubble. The Purebloods had done well to keep them ignorant. 
Mostly, his workers just seemed confused, the change was too sudden, reduced hours always meant 
the shop would be closing soon, did this mean they should start looking for new jobs? Poor 
Matilda was in hysterics. "How am I to get all these orders complete in just eight hours?" She 
demanded, almost crying at the thought of it. 


"Don't worry about that," Severus said. "Just do what you can for now. I'll be hiring more workers 
soon." 


His accountants were equally disturbed. "You're losing money faster than you can make it!" They 
protested. "If your goal is to drive this shop into the ground then congratulations! You're certainly 
succeeding!" 


"I'm no fool. I don't intend to lose the shop. Just make sure there's money enough to purchase a few 
properties. I have a feeling that a few prime locations in Diagon Alley will be going up for sale 
soon." 


Mr Quentin was right. Severus was very good at potions, even without a mastery. 


He finished a fresh batch of Polyjuice Potion and scooped some into a vial. He added in a single 
strand of Agatha's brown, curly hair and watched as the potion turned a pale pink, the colour of 
cherry blossoms. He drank it down and within minutes he could feel himself start to shrink, his 
chest expanding, his hair curling. He dressed himself in old hand-me-down plaid skirts with the 
ruffled lace at the bottom, the peasant blouses Agatha favoured, and a fringed shawl before 


stepping out of Quentin House and making his way down to Diagon Alley. 


He spotted a group of workers he recognized from Madam Malkin's and Worthington Weaves 
crowded around a costermonger, eating hurriedly before they had to shuffle off back to work. 
"Agatha!" One of them called out. "Over here! You're late! Did old Tilly make you work into your 
lunch hour?" 


Severus shook Agatha's brown curls and grinned brightly. "No, I've got the day off. Mr Snape only 
makes us work five days a week." 


"Lucky! Honestly, I know you like him, but I always thought the kid had a bad attitude. Figured 
he'd be a worse boss than Quentin. I'm glad to know I was wrong." 


Severus had to bite back a grin. "He's given us all raises, and we only have to work eight hours a 
day." 


The other workers all goggled at that information. "And... that works? He can do that?" One boy 
asked. He couldn't have been too many years below Severus. Sixteen maybe. 


"Why not?" 


"Last time I asked for a raise, I was told I was sabotaging the company and was then sacked," the 
boy answered. "My boss made it sound like the company would collapse if I got paid anymore and 
everyone would be out of a job because of me." 


"That's nonsense. They're just greedy." 


One of Madam Malkin's girls — Sarah, Severus thought, Sarah Horowitz — burst into laughter. 
"Truer words have never been spoken," she said. "Wish we could all have a boss like yours." 


"Well, I don't see why we all can't just make them pay your worth," Severus said, trying to 
maintain a certain sense of innocence to his words. "They need us more than we need them. 
Without us, who would make their clothes?" 


"House-elfs!" A voice cried out, and everyone burst into giggles. 


"Because there are plenty of free house-elfs to go around, is there?" Severus asked, a tad too 
sarcastically for Agatha, but it got the others thinking. 


"Well, what are you suggesting?" Sarah demanded. "That we all just stop working?" 
"Yes! They want to make money. They can't do that if we shut down the shops." 


"My parents are dead," said the sixteen year old boy. "And I've got five younger siblings to 
support. How am I supposed to feed them if I stop working?" 


There were murmurs of assent. Severus pretended to think for a moment, and then said, "We can 
pull our resources together. Make sure no one goes hungry while we wait out the shops. It'd be 
like... a collective, or maybe we could call it a union. And we could organize and get the word out 
about our cause. It'd be pretty embarrassing for our employers if The Daily Prophet learned just 
how terrible the working conditions are." Severus turned to Sarah, noticing the hungry gleam in her 
eye. "What do you think? You'd be a wonderful leader. Everybody likes you, and you have a 
natural speaking voice..." 


Chapter 10 


James woke up to a new decade sprawled across his father's desk, a piece of paper glued to his 
cheek with a bit of drool, surrounded by bottles of firewhiskey and still drunk. The hangover, when 
it came, promised hell. Outside his office, James could hear the sounds of striking workers 
clashing with drunken revelers spoiling for a fight. James Potter was twenty years old, an orphan, 
and now the head of Potter's Potions. This was not supposed to be his life. He was not made to put 
on a suit everyday, sit behind a desk, and crunch numbers. He was supposed to be an Auror. All of 
his talent, all of his skill and courage and athleticism wasted on this stupid job that he never wanted 
in the first place. A job he couldn't even do right. God, what would his father think if he saw him 
now? 


Fleamont had been in the process of selling the business when James was fired from the Auror 
Department. So, like always, his father had bailed him out. Kept the business, got James a position 
working directly under him that amounted to nothing at all. Just a fancy title, a fat paycheck, and 
absolutely no responsibilities. James had become one of those Purebloods. The kind that coasted 
on their family names. He wondered if his father had been embarrassed by his son; James had 
certainly been embarrassed enough for the both of them. 


His father... James had never gotten a chance to patch things up before... Fleamont had been so 
angry that day at the picnic. They hadn't lingered after Snape oh-so-casually mentioned having 
been blacklisted, his dark eyes wide with false innocence, clutching his baby to him like some sort 
of Madonna, the lying snake. Lily had stormed past him the moment they had all returned home, 
running up the stairs to their bedroom and slamming the door behind her. Fleamont had turned on 
James, his face red with anger, and James had never seen that look turned on him, never him, his 
son, his miracle child. "You told me that boy was a Death Eater, I gambled my reputation because 
you swore he was a part of You-Know-Who's inner circle!" 


"He was! He is!" James protested. "He's always been Malfoy's lapdog, and you know what kind of 
person Malfoy is! He got me fired!" 


Which had been the wrong thing to say because Fleamont looked apoplectic. "Need I remind you," 
he said, his voice hoarse and whispery. "You asked me to send those letters months before you 
were fired." His voice cracked at the end, and a wave of coughing overtook him, leaving him 
hunched, his entire body shaking with the need to breathe. 


James rushed forward to help his father, but Fleamont waved him off and turned away. Euphemia 
lent her shoulder for support, bracing him against her as she hobbled toward their room. His mother 
looked over at James, her face full of sympathy, but she offered no words of comfort, and only 
said, "You should speak to Lily. She seemed upset." 


James watched them make their way down the hall, the door to their room closing behind them. He 
then turned to face the staircase and slowly ascended like a man heading toward his execution. He 
came to a stop in front of their bedroom door and was surprised to find it unlocked. He pushed it 
open and saw Lily pulling out her old Muggle clothes that had been shoved into the back of their 
wardrobe and tossed them onto a bed where an open bag lay ready. "What are you doing?" James 
asked, his voice tremulous instead of demanding. 


"I'm going to stay with my parents for a few days." 


"There's no need for you to do that," James said and reached for her clothes. 


Lily snatched them out of his hands and shoved them into her bag. "The only reason I agreed to 
date you was because I thought you had changed. You promised me you had stopped bullying 
Snape. Turns out you had only gotten better at hiding it," she sneered. "Our entire marriage is based 
on a lie." 


"It isn't. Listen to me, Lily, it isn't," he begged when she turned away. "Yes, I got Snape blacklisted 
from the Potions Guild, but I didn't do it because of some schoolyard rivalry! This is a war, and I 
did what I thought was right! Don't bring Snape into our marriage!" 


Lily whirled around on him, eyes flashing, red hair swirling around her in an arc. "You brought him 
into our marriage! I had left him behind! You dragged him back into my life with your twisted 
obsession!" 


She grabbed her bag and before James could reach out and touch her, she was gone, the crack of 
apparition ringing in his ears. 


I'm not obsessed, James thought morosely as he stumbled out of the offices for Potter's Potions, 
turned dark and empty save for himself, like a ghost left behind. He passed by Worthington 
Weaves and saw a sign posted in the window that said Under New Management. Snape. James had 
traced the current unrest back to one Severus Snape. All those "anonymous" donations to the so- 
called Textile Workers Union, keeping the strike going until these small, family-owned shops had 
no choice to capitulate, and there was Snape, swooping in like a vulture to snap up the decimated 
leavings, buying out these shops that had no capital left, forced to spend it all just keeping afloat 
through the strike. And Lily approved. Thought he was doing such good work. "Cokeworth has a 
long history championing workers' rights," she said proudly. It made James want to scream. Snape 
wasn't doing this out of altruism! He was profiting off of it! Why couldn't anybody else see it? I’m 
not obsessed, I'm not, James thought childishly. He recognized Snape for what he was: maybe he 
wasn't a Death Eater, but he was still Dark and twisted and he never helped anyone if it didn't first 
help himself. 


Dawn had broken over the horizon, and 1980 had officially begun. The strikers hadn't stopped their 
blockade to Madam Malkin's even for the holidays. They had been striking since summer, and all 
the new Hogwarts students had to go to C&Q to get their school robes. It was a blow that Madam 
Malkin couldn't take. The old woman had tearfully reported to James that even if she gave into the 
union's demands, there was no way she would be able to recover from this loss of revenue. And of 
course, there was Snape, sitting in a web of his own making, offering a decent amount to buy her 
out. "It's very generous," she said and James wanted to gag. 


People were stumbling out of pubs and bars, trying to find their way back home after last night's 
festivities. They heckled the strikers, who talked shit right back. A few hexes had already been 
thrown, the threat of actual violence hanging in the air. A couple of Aurors were already on the 
scene, apparently having anticipated this. He watched Moody push a few drunkards along, shoving 
them down the sidewalk and away from the strikers. James waved and walked up to him, 
managing it with very little swaying. "Sirius not working today?" He asked, his tongue feeling dry 
and fuzzy in his mouth. 


Moody smirked and glanced over him, taking in his rumpled appearance. "He's on a special 
mission with Shacklebolt," he said, and James knew what that meant. They were on out on Order 
business. How had he not known? Why hadn't anyone told him? Had there been a meeting that he 
hadn't been invited to? "You look like you had a fun night, kid." 


He hadn't meant it as an insult, but James still flinched. That's how everyone saw him now, wasn't 
it? A kid. A goofball. A fuck-up. A spoiled, snotty Pureblood who needed daddy's help to bail him 


out. He remembered when they had all graduated, and the Headmaster had pulled him aside and 
asked him to keep an eye on Sirius. Because he was wild, and reckless, and still so much a kid, and 
James was their leader. He was cool and charismatic and so more sophisticated than any of the 
other Marauders. He was going places. Now here they were, Sirius was an Auror, on a mission for 
Dumbledore, and James was chained to a desk job and drunk in the streets. This was not supposed 
to be his life. 


James nodded and plastered a fake smile on his face, waved goodbye, and somehow managed to 
apparate home without splinching himself in two. "Lily?" He called out as he stepped through the 
door. The house was quiet, the lights all off. Another place for James to haunt. She must still be out 
with her friends, he thought. 


Lily had come back home when his parents had died, and agreed to give their marriage another go. 
He knew she only did it because she felt sorry for him; no matter how angry she was, she wouldn't 
leave him to bury his parents by himself. And, damn him, he accepted her pity in place of her love. 
Anything was better than being alone. 


James looked up at the stairs, frowned, and then turned and stumbled into the parlor, collapsing 
onto a brown velvet sofa. Lily had left a copy of The Daily Prophet across one of the arms and 
James snatched it up, hoping it would give him a momentary distraction from his black thoughts. 


And there, in the gossip column, was a picture of Severus Snape, laughing and talking with a 
handsome man that reeked of blood purity even through the black-and-white photograph. 
PERICLES SELWYN LINKED TO SEVERUS SNAPE, the caption read. James knew the name 
Selwyn, they were one of the Sacred 28, but he wasn't familiar with any Pericles. Probably some 
minor country cousin, penniless and unimportant and desperate enough to court the likes of Snape. 
Money can drive men to do crazy things, like marry Snape. Because he was still an unpleasant, 
ugly half-blood (it didn't matter how nice his hair looked now, or how fancy his clothes were, he 
was still Snivellus) and the only thing he had in his favor was his newfound wealth. It could 
apparently even wash away the stain of illegitimacy. 


James threw the paper down in disgust and settled into the sofa, forcing himself to go to sleep. 


The months ticked by. What had started as a fight in the clothing district, spilled out into the rest of 
Diagon Alley. The broommakers, the potion brewers, and the gardeners all voted to form their own 
unions, and Potter's Potions was shut down as their vast fleet of apprentice brewers that they 
housed in the north of England walked away from their vats and locked the gates to the factory. 
They demanded better working conditions, shorter hours, and increased pay. James agreed that 
some of their complaints were legitimate, but he still refused to agree— this wasn't a fight between 
him and his workers, this was a fight between him and Snape. This was all Snape's doing, and 
James wasn't going to fall for it. Potter's Potions wasn't a small shop. It was a corporation that 
churned out thousands of beauty products every year. He could afford to wait it out, and if he 
couldn't then he'll just fire the strikers and hire new workers. 


Lily had been enraged when he told her his plan. She clasped her hands on her rounding belly and 
told him, her voice icy cold, "You will not hire scabs." She spat the word out like it was mudblood. 
"James, if you do this, I'm leaving. I will take the baby and you will have to fight me in court, 
because God damn you those people are suffering—" 


"You don't understand," James pleaded. "Snape is—" 


The moment Snape's name tumbled from his mouth, a shower of broken glass rained down on him 
in an explosion of accidental magic. Lily was breathing heavily, her eyes wild, and if she had been 


a deer her mouth would have been foaming. "You won't stop!" She accused. "You won't stop until 
he's dead!" She stormed out of the house, the door slamming shut behind her. 


She didn't come back. 


James sat at his desk at his office in Diagon Alley. The desk that his been his father's. James closed 
his eyes and ran his fingers across the wood, trying to channel something of Fleamont Potter 
through him when he heard the door open. 


James opened his eyes and saw him. 


Severus Snape stood in front of him, tall, and dark, with a hint of a smile tugging at his lips. "Do 
you mind if I sit down?" He asked in that low, soft voice of his. 


"Get out," James snapped. 


Snape didn't move except to close the door. His smile grew wider. "Honestly, Potter, I've come 
with an olive branch." 


James snorted. 


"I know, doesn't seem like me, does it?" He asked with a laugh. "But I didn't want to toss you out 
onto the streets without first offering you a job. I remember what that was like, and I wouldn't wish 
that on my worst enemy." 


James couldn't help but sneer. "Toss me into the streets? And how exactly do you plan on 
managing that? I'm not selling my business if that's your angle." 


Snape had the gall to keep smiling, those black eyes dancing with mirth. "But Potter, don't you 
know?" He asked. "I've already bought it." 


James froze, his mind racing. "You stole—" 


"No, Potter, I've bought it. Legally, fair and square. This is what's known as a hostile takeover. This 
is a company, meaning you have shareholders you are beholden to. And let me tell you, they were 
not happy when you came waltzing in here, acting as though your voice was the only one that 
mattered. Did your father never teach you how to run the family business? Oh, that's right." He 
tapped his chin, pretending to think. "You wanted to be an Auror. Shame that didn't work out for 
you. Well, let me explain a few things to you. Your shareholders are not convinced of your 
leadership capabilities, and the majority have voted to sell the company to me. Which means, I'm 
afraid, that you're out. You're just not CEO material. But there's an opening at my factory for an 
apprentice brewer." 


James could still hear his laughter even as he was escorted from the premises, a box of his father's 
belongings clutched to his chest. 


Chapter 11 


A week after Mr Quentin's funeral, Narcissa presented Severus with a piece of parchment. 


The Wizarding World had its own caste system, its rungs guarded carefully by the old families. At 
the top were the Sacred 28, followed by the purebloods — lowercase purebloods, the ones with a 
few half-bloods scattered around the family tree but far back enough to where it didn't truly matter; 
then came the Bastards, the sons and daughters of the Sacred 28 who were, as the saying goes, 
"born on the wrong side of the sheets." Next came the half-pures, who preferred that term over 
‘half-blood.' They had almost exclusively married other half-bloods with only a few named 
purebloods and Muggleborns among their ancestors. The Quentins had belonged to this caste. Then 
there were half-bloods like Severus, who were only one step above Muggleborns. Worse, some 
people thought, because it meant that a Pureblood had willingly laid down with a Muggle, who 
were no better than beasts. And finally, Muggleborns were at the bottom. Muggles and Squibs 
were not even worth considering. 


The parchment Narcissa had given him contained a list of names who were exclusively either 
Bastards or "half-pures" (Severus gave a mental eyeroll at the name; as much as he respected Mr 
Quentin, the man was a half-blood and calling him or anyone else something different didn't 
change that fact). "What is this? A list of people you want poisoned?" He asked. "I'm not saying I 
won't do it, but—" 


"Don't be silly," Narcissa said as she played with Simon's feet. They were seated on the sofa in Mr 
Quentin's — Severus's — parlor, each on either end with Simon lying on his back between them, his 
little face covered with lipstick kisses. Narcissa grabbed one foot, said, "Look at this fat little foot! 
All plumped up and ready for me to eat!" She then proceeded to "gobble him up" to Simon's utter 
delight. It appeared not even the likes of Narcissa Malfoy could resist a cute baby, whatever his 
blood status might be. 


"You need to get married, Severus," Lucius admonished from a chair by the fireplace. "Especially 
now that Quentin is dead. Think of Simon! With the right stepfather or stepmother offering him 
protection, his social standing will improve." 


Severus huffed and sank into the cushions. "Yes, because what Simon needs is to see his mother 
chained to someone who only ever wanted him for his money." 


"You're a bit young to be this cynical." 


"I've earned the right to be cynical," Severus insisted. "Point to one name on that list who isn't 
interested in my money and I'll take it back." 


"Of course they're interested in your money!" Narcissa sighed and let go of Simon's feet. She 
looked at him. "Do you think Lucius would have married me if I was as poor as a Weasley? And I 
certainly wouldn't have accepted him if he wasn't as rich as he was. But look at us! We're happy 
together! It's because we are equals. We're of the same social class, and have the same values and 
beliefs. We're partners. Why do you think your parents' marriage was so unhappy? It's because 
your father knew your mother was his superior in every way and resented her for it. Same with the 
Potters." 


"'The Potters?'" Severus echoed. 


"Didn't you hear? That mudblood you used to run around with left the Potter heir. She's only just 


recently returned, and I heard they're trying to patch things up. I suppose that humdrum Muggle life 
of hers proved inefficient after she got a taste of what life could be like. Mark my words, they'll be 
divorced within a year or two." Lucius nodded decisively. 


Severus smiled and allowed himself to sink deeper into the cushions, propping his feet up on the 
coffee table. He was still angry and bitter that Lily, out of all the people in the world, chose Potter 
to marry, but at least she had finally seen him for what he truly was. Hopefully, Lucius was right 
and she would leave him for good. 


"We'll expect you to be appropriately dressed for the party we're hosting at the manor. No more 
mourning dress." 


Severus dropped his feet and sat up. "Party?" 
"Yes, sO you can meet your suitors." 
"I'm sorry, I didn't sign up to play the Prince in Cinderella." 


"I don't know who or what Cinderella is," Lucius sniffed. "But if it's a Muggle reference then I 
refuse to acknowledge it. Now, you're going to find something in your wardrobe that isn't black and 
you'll be pleasant for our guests. This is for your benefit after all." 


Severus was saved from speaking when Simon started fussing. He picked the baby up and cuddled 
him close, rubbing his back in an attempt to soothe him. 


Lucius leaned over to stroke Simon's chubby cheek. "Really," he said. "All this noise is 
unbecoming for a gentleman." 


"He can't hear you," Severus said, and then, under his breath he muttered, " lucky bastard." 
"What was that?" 
"Nothing." 


Severus arrived at the party wearing dark gray, to which Lucius gave him his most unimpressed 
look. Severus smiled back, determined to prove himself as Lucius's most disobedient pet. If Lucius 
considered him little better than the peacocks roaming the lawn, then he should have trained 
Severus up better. Maybe he should have gotten him spayed before that stray mutt had the chance 
to mount him. Severus grabbed a flute of champagne from a passing tray. He didn't get drunk as a 
rule — too many bad associations — but he was willing to make an exception for tonight. 


Severus found himself nodding along as some half-blood complained about the new Textile 
Workers Union and their threats to strike. "The whole thing is utterly ridiculous," she complained. 
"What do they think will happen if they stop working? They'll starve within a week and come 
crawling back, begging for their jobs." She looked at Severus. "You own C&Q. How have you 
been dealing with all this nonsense?" 


"Oh, I just went ahead and gave into their demands," he said airly. 
"You did? No wonder they think they can get away with this. You've spoiled them." 


Severus shrugged. "Oh, I don't know anything about business. I wasn't raised for it, and I don't 
particularly like it either. If only there was someone who could take control of it for me..." 


The woman looked positively shark-like at this, like Severus was a dumb little fish that had swam 


directly into her waiting mouth. Lucius leaned over and whispered into his ear, "You're laying it on 
a little thick." 


Severus snorted into his glass of champagne. 


His capacity for small talk and polite politicking was rapidly exhausting itself, however, and after 
an hour or so Severus ducked down a hall, trying to remember where the library was located in his 
slightly inebriated state, clutching his fourth (fifth?) glass of champagne in one hand. 


"Running away?" A voice called out. "But you're the man of the hour. We can't have a blood 
sacrifice if our golden calf wanders away from the slaughter." 


Severus turned and saw a man standing behind him in the darkened hall, his frame silhouetted by 
the light streaming in from the party. He was a Pureblood— with the capital P. Severus knew it by 
the way he carried himself. He was handsome, with his black curly hair and dark skin and bright 
smile. He must have been about fifteen years older than Severus, somewhere in his mid-thirties. 
"Pericles Selwyn," he said and held out his hand. "Most people just call me Peri." 


Severus hesitantly took it. The Selwyns were members of the Sacred 28. "And how can I help 
you... ?" 


"Isn't it obvious? I'm here to throw my hat into the ring." 


"You want to court me?" Severus laughed. "You're a little above my station. Look around, I bet 
Abraxas is rolling in his grave to see this many half-bloods in his house. Does your family know 
you're here? I can't imagine they would approve of this scheme." 


Selwyn smiled. "Oh, they don't much care what I do anymore." 
"Disowned?" 
"Not yet, but only just. They have cut me off though. I'm without a sickle to my name." 


"And why is that? Were you spending too much on whores? Were you embarrassing the family? 
Well, you can find yourself another meal ticket." 


"You're not one to stand on ceremony," Selwyn observed with a laugh. "Think about it. This could 
be a very advantageous match for you. My name is worth more than anybody else's in that room 
combined." 


"Sounds like more trouble than it's worth. I have no desire to be turned into the mudblood harlot 
who stole away a proper Pureblood man from his proper Pureblood fiancée. Shouldn't you already 
be married with a whole passel of inbred brats by now anyway?" 


"You know, you really shouldn't drink if you can't hold your tongue. That sort of talk might get 
you into trouble one day." 


Severus waved him off and, just to spite him, took another long sip from his champagne glass, 
draining it completely. "You won't do anything. This is Lucius's party. Wouldn't want to insult the 
host. Now answer the question." 


"T'm divorced." 


Severus was surprised. Purebloods didn't do that, as a rule. Murder tended to be their first option, if 
they thought they could get away with it, or else they suffered in silence. "Must have been a short 


marriage." 

"Not really. It lasted for eleven years." 
"Arranged?" 

"From the cradle." 


"Well, good luck on the hunt, as for me I think I'll stick to my own kind." Severus waved his 
empty champagne glass at him, and sauntered off in search of the library, looking to wash his brain 
of every tedious conversation Lucius had just forced him to endure by reading some highly illegal 
Dark tomes. Hopefully one with engravings. 


Severus should have known that wouldn't be the end of it. Selwyn launched a letter-writing 
campaign and every day there was at least one owl pecking at his window. The letters ranged from 
the typical Pureblood gossip (which Severus burned), to copies of ancient magical texts from the 
Selwyn library (which Severus kept), to bits of poetry (which he either laughed at or blushed at, 
depending on the poem). When Severus opened this latest note, he found not just a poem, but one 
he had been forced to memorize at his Muggle primary school. Shall I compare thee to a summer's 
day? Thou art more lovely and more temperate. 


Severus neither laughed nor blushed, but grabbed a quill and ink and hastily wrote him back. Jf 
you're going to woo me, please do me the courtesy of not stealing from Muggles. 


In the morning, there was another letter, and the only thing this one said as, My apologies. I forgot 
you were a half-blood. Most Purebloods have no idea who William Shakespeare is. 


And why do you know him well enough to quote his poems? That's hardly part of a proper 
Pureblood education, Severus answered back. 


It was three days before Severus received another letter. He assumed that Selwyn was too 
embarrassed to continue his campaign and left it at that, but then, late one evening, he heard Astrid 
screech in warning as another owl dared to enter her territory. Severus took the letter from its leg 
and shooed it off before Astrid could get all into a huff. He opened it, and there was just a single 
line: Meet me at this address, and a set of instructions leading to a neighborhood in London. A very 
posh neighborhood in London. 


Well, he's either going to seduce me or kill me, Severus thought. A set of instructions sent to him 
that would take him to an unknown location? Sounds familiar, he though with a dark laugh, of the 
gallows kind. He considered not going, if only for a moment or two, but Severus was a particularly 
stubborn man and far too curious for his own good. He was, at the very least, reasonably sure a 
werewolf was not waiting for him if he went this time. 


He thought about asking Narcissa to watch Simon, but decided against it. She would want to know 
where he was going, and more importantly, with who. Severus couldn't tell her that he was going to 
meet Pericles Selwyn in what might possibly be a love-nest he maintained. No, it was better if he 
asked Agatha instead, and give her strict instructions to contact the Aurors if he wasn't back within 
two hours. 


Severus arrived at a Georgian-era townhouse in Belgravia, the marble facade blindingly white in 
the afternoon sun. He rang the bell and in seconds Selwyn appeared, smiling as he opened the door 
and looking utterly normal in everyday Muggle clothes. "You came," he said. "I wasn't sure if you 
would." 


"T nearly didn't. Why am I here?" 


"You said you wanted to know why I could quote Shakespeare so well," he answered with a grin. 
"And I figured it might help you understand why I decided to pursue you." 


He lead Severus into the main living area, where he saw a young girl — of about eleven or twelve 
years old — sprawled across her stomach and flipping through a Muggle history book. She looked 
like Selwyn; same dark skin and delicate features, but her hair was brown instead black. "Helena, 
come here a moment, there's someone I want you to meet." Helena dutifully stood up and went 
over to Selwyn, who clasped her to his side. "This is my daughter Helena," Selwyn said. "Helena, 
this is Mr Snape." 


Helena didn't say hello, but she did solemnly hold out her hand, which Severus solemnly took. "Go 
back to your homework, I need to talk to Mr Snape for a moment." Selwyn shooed her away, and 
gestured for Severus to follow him out of the room, taking him down a hall and into a small office 
where he collapsed on a leather sofa. Severus took the seat beside him. 


"She's a squib," he said. 


Selwyn nodded. "When she didn't get her Hogwarts letter, my parents told me to kick her out. That 
she wasn't a Selwyn and that she had no right to sleep in their house or eat their food. They were 
just going to toss an eleven year old girl onto the streets of London and wipe their hands clean of it. 
Pretend like she never even existed. I couldn't do that. I used my family's money to set her up here 
and get her into a good school, but they found out and cut my access to the Vault." He looked at 
Severus. "I need funds, and I'm willing to barter a marriage to get it. I don't know if I can ever 
promise you love, but I can promise to always respect you and to do right by you. I will accept your 
son as if he was my own, so long as you accept my daughter." 


Severus shook his head. "I don't even know if I want to get married—" 


"Why not?" He asked, with that Pureblood confusion. Not marry? It was unfathomable to him. 
"Don't you want your son to have a proper family?" 


Severus sighed. "Lucius would never accept my marriage to you. You're one of the 28." 


"What's it to him? He doesn't own you. You're a free man, not a house-elf. And, anyway, if we 
married, you wouldn't be just Severus Snape, a half-blood with an illegitimate child. You'll be 
Severus Selwyn, and that's a name that means something." 


Severus was quiet, thinking. If he was a Selwyn... he wouldn't be Lucius's charity case, his little 
pet anymore. Even if Selwyn was disowned for marrying him, his name would still carry enough 
weight to open all kinds of doors for him. Him and his son. 


On May 1, 1980, Severus watched as Potter slowly trudged out of the offices of what used to be 
Potter's Potions, new name yet to be determined. The man who had tormented for years, who still 
somehow managed to worm his way into his nightmares, looked small and pathetic as he walked 
down Diagon Alley. He stopped for a moment, and then turned to look up at the old building, at 
the window that led to his office where Severus stood watching. 


He expected to feel triumphant. And he did, there was that thrill of victory thrumming through his 
veins. But there was also a strange and bitter disappointment, a sense of, "Oh, this it? It's over? It's 
all led to this one single moment?" Potter had been reduced to nothing. No job, no wife, no 
accomplishments. Just another wizard, completely mediocre in his life. Severus shook his head. He 


was being ridiculous. He had a life to live. 


Severus apparated to the Ministry where Pericles Selwyn was waiting with Helena. Agatha was 
there as well, and holding Simon by the hand. Fifteen months old, and already he seemed so big. 
Simon launched himself at Severus as soon as he was in reach. Severus picked him up and carried 
him as they all went inside the building. They asked for the registrar and were directed down a long 
hall to an office where a goblin sat with a leather-bound book and a magicked quill with its nub 
already pressed against the parchment, ready to write. "Are you here to record a death, birth, or 
marriage?" The goblin asked. 


"Marriage," Peri said. 

"Names?" 

"Pericles Selwyn and Severus Snape." 

"Are you entering into this marriage of your own free will?" 
"Yes," they both said, together. 

"Do you have a witness?" 

"Here!" Agatha raised her hand. 


"Then sign here." They did as he was told, and upon completion the goblin stood up on his stool 
and announced, "Congratulations. You're married. Now leave. NEXT!" 


"Well," Peri said as they left. "That was rather anticlimactic. I still think we should have done a big 
ceremony. Get you properly married, Sev, since this is your first one." 


"I would have made a lovely flower girl," Helena sighed, holding onto her father's hand. 


Severus shuddered. "And rubbed the whole thing in Lucius's face? I still haven't actually told him, 
you know. No, this is better. Something quiet and unobtrusive." 


"You're probably right. There's Fontescue's. Shall we get a celebratory ice cream?" 


With a resounding yes from Helena, they made their way over, and Severus tried to suppress the 
inexplicable feelings of dissatisfaction bubbling inside of him. 


Chapter 12 


Chapter Notes 


Thr description of Sev's new shop comes from Emile Zola's 1883 novel The Ladies' 
Paradise, which is about Paris's first department store. 


"This is the ugliest fucking building I have ever seen," Peri said. 


"You better be glad my son can't hear you swearing," Severus commented dryly, shifting the baby 
in his arms. Simon reached up to pat his cheek, and once he had Severus's attention he moved his 
fist down in front of his stomach to sign hungry. 


Soon, Severus signed back. Simon pouted and wiggled his body in an effort to get down. Severus 
set him down on the sidewalk so he could stand on his own, keeping a tight grip on the toddler's 
hand. Severus turned back to look at his new shop. Worthington's Weaves had been demolished to 
make room for it, and it towered two or three storeys above the squat little shops on either side of 
it. He didn't think it was ugly really, but it was... modern, in a sense, having been designed in the 
art nouveau-style which, while 80 years out-of-date in the Muggle world, was still centuries ahead 
of the medieval and Tudor-era buildings that surrounded it. The plate glass door in one corner 
reached to the very top of the first storey, amidst a medley of ornaments covered in gilding. Two 
allegorical figures, with laughing faces and unbound hair, unrolled a scroll bearing the inscription, 
"QUENTIN." Then, along both sides, stretched the windows of the establishment where passerby 
could see endless rows of robes, cloaks, hats, gloves, boots, and beautifying potions. 


"And what did you call it again?" 
"A department store," Severus answered. 


"The Daily Prophet said it looked like a giant gargoyle taking a shit in the middle of Diagon 
Alley." 


"The Daily Prophet is a second-rate rag." Severus gestured to the great number of wizards and 
witches pouring into the shop. "People are tired of traipsing up and down Diagon Alley to get 
fitted for a cloak here, and their shoes cobbled there; now it's all here in one place. And my 
employees are happier. There's plenty of room and fresh air and sunlight for them to work in. That 
old backroom that I was shoved in was so dark and dingy, and all summer Agatha and I had to 
continuously place cooling charms down to keep from dying of heat stroke." 


"Admit it," Peri said with a grin. "You designed it to piss off the most amount of people possible. 
You, sir, are a contrarian." 


Severus was silent for a moment, and then he admitted, "I very nearly put neon lights on it but 
thought that might be pushing my luck." 


Peri laughed. 


They had lunch in Diagon Alley, and afterwards it was time for Simon's nap. Simon still wasn't old 
enough to safely side-apparate ("Not until he's at least two years old," the midwife had told him. 


"After the bones in his skull have fused together."), so they took the long way back to Quentin 
House. Simon had already fallen asleep by then, his head nestled on Severus's shoulder. He took 
the boy upstairs and laid him down in the nursery, covering him in his favorite blanket. Severus 
brushed back his hair and went down to his office to work for an hour or two before Simon woke 
up again and demanded his attention. Severus went over paperwork at his desk, while Peri read the 
newspaper in a chair by the fireplace, content to spend the hour in silent companionship. By the 
time Simon woke up, it was time for Peri to pick Helena up from her day school. Severus spent 
time signing with Simon, while Peri helped Helena with her homework to the best of his abilities. 
Maths he was fine with, but neither he nor Helena knew much of Muggle history. Severus tried to 
dredge up what he could remember from primary school, but Helena was still only barely scraping 
by. They'll have to get her a tutor. In the evening, they ate dinner together, and afterward they put 
the children to bed. 


Severus and Pericles closed the door to Helena's room, and stood facing each other for a moment in 
the darkened hallway. "Well, goodnight," Severus said. 


"Goodnight," Peri said back. 


They each went into their respective rooms, Severus to the master bedroom that had belonged to 
Mr Quentin, and Peri into Severus's old bedroom. Severus sighed and leaned against his closed 
door, feeling strangely drained and empty. 


Astrid returned from Malfoy Manor with Severus's letter unopened. 


He sighed and untied the letter from her leg. He didn't know what Lucius was angrier over: the fact 
that Severus had polluted a member of the Sacred 28, or that he simply dared to make a different 
choice than what Lucius had planned out for him. Fucking Lucius and his control issues. Severus 
angrily threw the letter into the fireplace. Fine. Let Lucius be a child. Severus did not care. 


He looked over at Peri, who sat scanning his own mail, his eagle owl perched on the high back of 
the chair and nibbling at his hair. A smile bloomed across Peri's face, growing ever bigger as he 
read through the contents of two different letters, the first one made of heavy parchment with some 
sort of official-looking seal emblazoned across it. 


"What's got you in such a good mood?" Severus sourly asked. 

"A present for you," he said, and held out the letters for Severus to take. 

Dear Severus Selwyn, 

We gladly accept your application to join the Potions Guild of Britain and hope- 

Severus stopped reading after the first line and looked up at Peri, demanding, "What is this?" 


"It's your acceptance letter into the Potions Guild, and another letter to a Master I had written 
asking if she would take you on as an apprentice." 


"T'm blacklisted." 


"Yes, and you now own the company that blacklisted you in the first place. I think it's safe to say 
that the circumstances have changed." 


"I can't get my mastery now," Severus shook his head. "I have a business, and a young child." 


"You don't have to accept if you no longer want it," Peri said and held out his hand to take the 
letters back. 


Severus clutched them to his chest and moved out of Peri's reach. "Why?" He demanded, his voice 
harsh and cold. "Why do this?" 


Peri shrugged, a little helplessly in the face of Severus's sudden and inexplicable anger. "I don't 
pretend to know why you've seemed so sad," he said. "And you don't have to tell me if you don't 
want to. But, I wanted to do something for you, and when you talk about potions... you seem 
happier. I owe you for what you've done for me and my daughter, and I want to thank you for that." 


Severus looked down at his acceptance letter again, rubbing his thumb across the ink. He had 
continued to brew over the years, cough potions and pesticides and feverfews, that sort of common 
household brewing that any fifth year could do. But he had never forgotten the feeling of 
undertaking a true challenge, and the thrill of experimentation, even after he had placed those 
feelings into a box and put them in some dusty corner of his mind. His skin felt hot, his brain 
sparking with thoughts and ideas that were now spilling out of the box. 


"Who is the Master?" Severus asked, pulling out the second letter. 


"She's very young, and she's only had her Mastery for half a year, but from all accounts she is very 
good," Peri said. "I figured you could stand to have some company your own age instead of 
spending all your time in the company of an old man like me." 


"You're thirty-three, you're hardly old," he murmured, reading through the letter. All at once, that 
hot feeling was drenched in ice as he read the name of the Master who had decided to take him on 
as an apprentice. It was Lily Evans. Lily Evans. 


Severus apparated to a modest two-storey country house that was surrounded by open fields and 
sprawling forests. He had half-a-mind to tuck tail and run, but before he could make up his mind to 
flee or take those last few steps and knock on the door, it was suddenly wrenched open and there 
stood Lily, red hair a little wild, a little tangled, staring wide-eyed at him as if this was some sort of 
surprise. 


"Oh," she said. "You're here." 


"Did you think I was too cowardly come?" He asked, sounding offended, as though he hadn't just 
considered running away. 


"No, I-" She stuttered, then stepped away from the door, gesturing for him to come inside. "Come 
in, come in, I just put Harry down for a nap." 


"Harry?" 


"My son. My son with James. He is four months old now." She took his cloak from him and hung 
it on a hook. "How's your son? Simon, isn't it?" 


"He's well," Severus answered, a bit stiffly. He wasn't quite sure how to handle small talk with Lily 
Evans. 


"You're married now, aren't you?" She buried herself with setting out tea, her hands nervously 
flying around her. 


"Yes, Master—" The words got caught in Severus's throat. She had signed her name as Evans, but 


considering his past with Potter, it might seem petty and spiteful not to call her Potter. 


Lily noticed his hesitancy and said, "Evans," her voice firm. "James and I finalized the divorce last 
month.” 


"Oh," Severus said and hid his face behind the teacup, trying not to show his curiosity. He was 
dying to know exactly how Potter managed to fuck up his marriage. 


He must have done a poor job hiding it because she rolled her eyes and said, "Let's get started." She 
took him down into the cellar which kept her laboratory and her cauldron. "So," she said, and then 
trailed off, eventually finding her voice again after a few long, painful seconds to say, "So, 
Exstimulo Potion?" 


"Are you asking me, Master Evans?" Severus said dryly, arching his brow. 


Lily grimaced. "This whole situation is just... off," she said, with a quick glance to him and 
Severus pursed his lips together. "Used to be I followed your lead in Potions," she said. "It feels 
wrong now that it's the other way around." She swallowed and looked down. "You should already 
have your Mastery." 


"I don't disagree," he said, colder than he meant to, but refusing to back down in the face of her 
flinch. 


"James shouldn't have gotten you blacklisted." 
"He shouldn't have done a lot of things." 

"I wanted to try and make it up to you." 
"You're not responsible for his actions." 


Lily blew out a mirthless laugh. "No, I'm really not, am I? I don't think his bullying of you ever 
really had anything to do with me." Before Severus could question her further, she turned to him 
and flashed him more grimace than smile. "We got divorced because of you." 


"Me?" He said, incredulous. 


"Not just you. There were other things too, smaller things that just kept building up. I remember 
back when we got married and there was an article in the Prophet about it. They called me a half- 
blood. It was his parents' idea. I think they were a little embarrassed that I was just some no-name 
Muggleborn, but didn't want to seem like they were one of those Purebloods, you know? James 
defended them, said it was for my own protection, but he didn't see the looks on my parents' faces 
when the article described me as an orphan. And you, his blacklisting of you. His hounding of you 
when whatever rivalry you two had should have long been done and over with and—" She turned 
away, suddenly embarrassed. "Let's start with the snowdrops." 


She went to her storeroom and brought out the flowers. "I harvested these back in February, and 
they've been under a stasis charm since." 


"Stasis charms affect the potency," Severus commented automatically. 
"If you want to pop over to a florist and get fresh ones, be my guest." 


Severus quietly took the flowers and started harvesting the petals. They hadn't been working for 
more than ten minutes when a chime rang through Lily's workroom. "Someone's at the front door," 


she said with a frown. "I'll be right back." 


She hurried up the stairs, leaving the door open in her haste. Severus could hear Lily moving 
around upstairs and a familiar voice saying, "I'm not here to cause trouble, I just brought over some 
more papers to sign. To transfer over the deed to the house." 


"I told you, I don't want the house. I'm fine here." 


"The house should go to Harry, and if it stays in my name I don't know if that'll happen. I'm not 
doing well, financially—" 


Potter broke off mid-sentence to stare at Severus as he came to a stop at the top of the stairs, the 
darkness coming from the cellar haloing his black hair and clothes. 


"James," Lily said, her voice low and threatening. " Harry is asleep." 


"I won't do anything," he snapped, his eyes flickering to Lily, but only for a moment before 
resettling on Severus. 


"I think I should go. It's clear you two have a few things to discuss. We can postpone our lesson for 
another time," Severus said and swept through the living room, brushing past Potter on his way out 
of the door. 


He only managed a few steps before Potter stopped him, calling out, "Hey, wait a moment!" 


Severus slipped his wand into his hand, hidden by the sleeve of his robe, and turned around slowly, 
his heart thundering inside of his chest. "What do you want, Potter?" He demanded. 


"Is that job still on the table?" He asked. 

Severus blinked. "What?" 

"That job you offered. Are you still offering it?" 

"That wasn't a real offer, you imbecile!" Severus sputtered. "I only said that to mock you!" 


Potter grinned, amused at how he had so easily unbalanced the Slytherin with only a single 
sentence, and Severus wanted to bash his teeth in with a rock. "Well, this is real. I want to work for 
you. Or, well, not you specifically, but I could use the money and it'll be nice to get out of the 
house for a bit. Come on, Snape, you'll finally be able to boss me around. Sounds fun, doesn't it?" 


Lily looked torn between amusement and anger at the unfolding scene; Potter's unwarranted 
smugness, Severus's barely contained tension, and turned back inside the house, leaving them to it. 
"Alright, Potter," Severus said, his voice barely more than a low whisper. "Meet me at Quentin's at 
six o'clock tomorrow morning for your first shift." 


"Six in the morning!?" Potter squawked, but Severus had already apparated away. 


Chapter 13 


James only heard about the Order meeting through Sirius. Sirius Black, who was nearly black-out 
drunk on James’s couch in the flat he was renting, slurring out Order secrets and almost comatose, 
was asked to attend but not James. He’s not sure if he’s angrier at Sirius, at Dumbeldore, or at 
himself. 


Here he is: James Potter, the king of Hogwarts, who came from one of the wealthiest, oldest 
Pureblood families in the country, and he's sitting in an apartment, he has no job, no 
responsibilities, no wife, and a son he only gets to see on the weekends. James took another swig of 
his beer. Maybe if he kept drinking he could catch up to Sirius, who looked positively giddy. 

James could use a few laughs, hangover be damned. It's not like he had to get up early to go to the 
office. James laughed darkly into the bottle and downed the entire thing. 


"Snape's a target," Sirius said, his head halfway off of the armrest. 
"Wha?" James slurred. 


"Snape... Selwyn... You know, Snivellus... All that ass-kissing he did at school and his old Death 
Eater pals still want him dead. At least, according to Borgin, and who can trust that rat?" Sirius 
barked out a laugh, "Have you seen Snape's shop? Building's ugly as he is." 


Anger stung at James at the mention of Snape's name. This was all his fault. "Who does 
Dumbledore got to watch him?" He asked. Not that he cared. 


Sirius shrugged. "No one." 


That brought James up short, the flames of rage cooling slightly. "No one? What do you mean no 
one? Does Snape even know he's a target?" 


"How can he not know? Man spent all his time trying to get in good with those Purebloods, and 
then turns around and starts taking their businesses from them? Marries a disgraced member of the 
Sacred 28 with a Squib daughter? He has to know. I'm kind of impressed, honestly, guy's got 
balls." He started chuckling to himself. "And other parts too," he said in a sing-song voice. 


James shot him a look. "Sure, you're laughing now, but didn't you nearly piss yourself you were so 
scared when he went into labor?" 


Sirius managed to roll himself into a sitting position without falling off the couch. "I wasn't scared! 
I just didn't want to see Snivellus's bits!" He pointed an accusing finger at James. "You're the one 
that wanted to take his pants off!" 


James felt his entire world shift, and he scrambled to right his thoughts amid the haze of alcohol. 
"That wasn't!— I didn't!—" He stumbled. "That was just for a laugh! Not to— You laughed! You 
laughed too!" And why did Sirius have to bring that up anyway? Looking back on it now, James 
knew he took things a little too far, but there was always something about Snape that set James off. 
Those large, dark eyes flashing dangerously, mouth twisted in a snarl. None of the other kids they 
pranked were half as fun as Snivellus. They'd just stand there helplessly, but Sniv— Snivellus gave 
as good as he got. It was exciting, with him. 


He thought about the incident at the lake, when he took Snape's underwear off. He didn't actually 
get a good look, but dropped him into the water as soon as they were off. Not that he wanted to see. 
He wondered what Snape looked like now. He heard pregnancy changed men. They developed a 


second hole for the baby, right? Did it stay? Or did it disappear once labor was done? He'd seen 
Lily give birth; even though they'd called it quits by then, she'd still let him into the delivery room, 
let him take her hand, let him hold Harry as he took his first few breaths, red-faced and bawling. 
One of the guys at Potter's Potions warned him to stay out of the delivery room, that he'd never be 
able to look at his wife's body the same way again, but James thought it was beautiful. 
Transcendental. How could he not think she was gorgeous? How could he not be attracted to her? 


Thinking about Lily's labor brought his thoughts back around to Snape. He remembered the way 
he looked when he stepped into his office. Tall, dark, moving like liquid with a haughty expression 
on his face. Not hunched over like he was at school, not hiding behind his hair. His hair... it 
looked nice, and it was so dark. 


"Dumbledore really isn't going to do anything?" 


Sirius shrugged. "Not enough manpower, and he doesn't want to waste resources on someone who's 
not on our side." 


"He's clearly not on You-Know-Who's side either," James said. "Padfoot... he's got kids now." 


Sirius closed his eyes and tipped his head back against the sofa. James thought he had fallen asleep, 
but then he spoke, his voice rough and hoarse, "I was there after the Bones family was attack." 


James watched as Sirius took another drink. "There wasn't anything left to do but clean up the 
bodies. They killed the kids first. Not— not with the Killing Curse either. They wanted them to 
suffer. I had to— she was only about three years old, and I tried to pick her up, I didn't realize her 
head wasn't— it—" Sirius leaned over on his side, drawing up his feet until they were pressed against 
James's thigh. He buried his head in one of the cushions and said, "Mind if I crash here tonight, 
Prongs?" 


James clasped his shoulder. "Yeah, stay as long as you want." 

"Frankly, at this point, I recommend selling off most of your properties. You can't afford the 
upkeep on them, or the taxes to the Ministry. They're a drain on your limited income. There are still 
the loans you took out while you were head of Potter's Potions. If you can't pay those back, 


Gringotts will come after your assets." James's accountant flipped open a folder. "Now, about the 
house in Godric's Hollow—" 


"No," James cut him off. "That's been in the family for generations. It's going to Harry." 
"There's your mother's art collection—" 

"She and Dad picked out those pieces on their honeymoon to the Continent." 

"What about your broom collection—" 

"No, you don't understand, I need those broomsticks." 


His acccount slapped the folder closed, took a deep, centering breath, and looked up at his client. 
"Mr Potter, if you want to keep any of this, I highly recommend you get a job. Something. 
Anything. You're spending more than you're getting in. If you keep this up, in a few years you'll be 
bankrupt." 


A job. The only job James had been fit for was an Auror. He didn't want to do anything else. 


It really was a stroke of luck when he saw Snape standing at the threshold of Lily's cellar, cast all 
in shadows, his pale face and hands illuminated by the light. This was his opportunity. He'd have a 
job, and he could protect the stupid git from his own dumb decisions. He could do what the Order 
couldn't, finally be the hero he was always meant to be. All he had to do was put up with Snivellus 
for a while, keep him safe, prove to him and Lily and Shacklebolt that he was actually the good 
guy. Hell, Snape would probably be so grateful for James's protection that he'd even give him back 
his father's business. 


"You're delusional, you know that right?" Lily demanded as James made silly faces at Harry. 
"Your brain doesn't live in this world." 


"You can shape the world however you want it to be," James insisted. 


"You're as crazy as Sirius. See, this is why inbreeding is bad." Lily shook her head. "What do you 
think is going happen if you take that job? What do you want to happen?" 


"It's not about me," James lied. "It's about Snape. I'm doing this because Snape is an idiot, but he's 
an idiot who's given the middle finger to You-Know-Who, and since I've accused him of being a 
Death Eater so many times, I figure I should be the one to watch his back, as an apology or 
something." 


wm 


"An apology or something,'" Lily mocked. "Or you could, I don't know, actually apologize to 
him." She shook her head. "You're right though. It is about Snape. It's always been about him. You 
were the transmitter, he was the receiver, and I was just the conduit linking you two together." 


"What does that mean?" James asked, scrunching his nose. The words sounded Muggle. 


"Nothing, nothing, forget it. Give me back my baby and go home." 


"All of our brewing positions have been filled," Snape explained as he led James through the shop. 
Although shop wasn't necessarily the word James would use for it. Shop brought to mind 
something small and quaint; this place seemed to go on and on and on. James followed along 
behind the man, trying to memorize where each department was, but he kept getting distracted by 
Snape's robes. They billowed out dramatically behind him, despite the distinct lack of wind inside 
the store. They had to be charmed. "So you'll be working retail at the beauty counter. It shouldn't 
be too hard for you. You already know most of the products. They were your father's." He threw 
that haughty smirk over his shoulder and James gritted his teeth. 


Don't jinx your boss. Don't jinx your boss. Don't jinx your boss, he repeated this mantra over and 
over in his head. Just imagine what his face will look like when he finds out you've been protecting 
him this entire time when no one else would. 


"Annie will train you. She's also your supervisor. Oh, and here's your name tag." Snape stopped in 
front of a glass counter filled with potions and salves, and turned around to face him. He pulled out 
a thin piece of metal with the name 'Jane' spelled onto it. "I'm so sorry, my assistant misheard me 
when I asked her to make one for you. I tried to charm it to show the correct name, but, you see, all 
of our name tags are protected against charms." He gave James such an 'aw, shucks,’ expression. 
"Some of my employees have such juvenile senses of humor. I don't much care for pranks, and I 
know some of them will jinx their name tags to make it say something embarrassing, like... 
Snivellus. Don't worry, we'll get a new one made soon." 


Snape leaned forward and lightly took hold of the collar of his robe. James jumped a little when he 
felt the heat from his hands radiating near his center of his chest. Snape pinned the name tag to his 


robes and stood back with a smile on his face. "There. Now customers will know who they're 
yelling at." 


James looked down at the black, spidery letters that spelled out JANE. He wasn't going to let 
Snape get under his skin. He wasn't. He looked up and threw Snape a boyish grin, the kind that had 
girls falling into his arms at Hogwarts. "Yell at? I'll have you know I am very charismatic. I'll have 
these witches eating out of the palm of my hand. Jane Potter will be your top salesman within a 
month.” 


Snape smirked at him. "Potter, customers don't want to be happy. They only want to make you 
miserable." 


Shouts and laughter erupted near the front of the store, and James turned his head to see Snape's 
other employees trickle in for their shift. Mixed in with the black-robed sales clerks, James spotted 
Pericles Selwyn weaving through the crowd. 


"I see Annie coming in now. She'll tell you what you need to know. Now, if you'll excuse me, 
Potter." Snape brushed past him without so much as another look and headed straight for Selwyn. 
Irritation sprung up at the way Snape had just abandoned their conversation; but then he'd never 
been one for social niceties. Practically feral, that one. James looked over at Selwyn as Snape came 
to a stop by his side. He was good-looking, James had to admit, but he noted with a deep sense of 
satisfaction that he didn't lean over to kiss Snape's cheek the way James used to do with Lily, or 
even reach out to take his hand. 


A marriage of convenience, that's all it is, he thought to himself. 


Chapter 14 


Potter was waiting for him the moment he stepped out of Quentin House. 


Severus tightened his grip on Simon’s hand and cocked his chin upward in feigned uninterest. “If 
you plan on sending Black to break into my house again, you’ll find that circumstances have 
changed. I’m not some poor, unimportant half-blood you can push around anymore; I’m a very rich 
half-blood, and I'll have Black sacked fast enough that his head will spin.” 


Potter had the audacity to smile as he stood there, leaning against the brick wall, hands shoved into 
the pockets of his robes. “Can’t an employee spend a little time with his favourite boss?” 


“Tf I'm your favourite then I must be doing something wrong," Severus said and swept past him, 
his entire being vibrating with energy. 


Potter was there again the next morning, and the next. Severus had several different theories as to 
this behavior. Potter could be spying on him, to which, Severus grinned quietly to himself, he 
hoped his dull domestic life of work and childrearing was driving Potter to tears of boredom. He 
could be trying to lull Severus into a false security by pretending to be his friend, not that Severus 
would fall for it. Potter should have remembered he had already pulled that particular prank back in 
second year when Severus had still been naive and desperate. Or Potter could simply be trying to 
irritate him. That one seemed the most likely. 


He didn't exactly welcome Potter's strange attentions, but he didn't dread them either, not like he 
used to. It had been different then. Potter seemed untouchable; he could have done anything he 
wanted to Severus and gotten away with it. Now their positions had reversed. He had wealth and 
influence, and Potter worked at a counter in a shop. Whatever game Potter wanted to play was 
rigged in Severus's favour, and he found that he relished the thought of a challenge. 


"So, when can I expect a raise?" Potter asked one day as they continued this baffling ritual, 
walking together to the shop, Simon between them. 


Severus laughed out loud. "A raise? You've only been working a month. What's the matter? Are 
you finding it too difficult?" 


"Not at all. I just think you should reward your best salesman. I sold nearly twenty vials of 
Sleekeazy in three hours alone, one to a man who was bald." 


"Yes, I do seem to remember how good you were at lying through your teeth. It's no wonder you've 
taken to sales." 


Potter laughed, like he was actually enjoying himself. "Because you never lied. But professor, I 
was just sitting here reading my book. I have no idea how Black's shoelaces turned into worms. " 


"It really is one of Hogwarts' greatest mysteries." 


Another time he said, "You know, I remember Anthony Quentin. He was two years ahead of us. 
Tried out for Quidditch and took a bludger to the face." 


"Unsurprising. He never struck me as the athletic type." Severus was more subdued this time, 
unable to muster up his usual acerbic tones at this turn in conversation. He stole a glance at Simon, 
who had decided to hop the entire way to the shop instead of just walking normally. 


Potter followed his gaze, looking down at the top of Simon's black hair. "Except for the eyes, he 
looks like you. But you know... Cuter." 


"Strange as you may think, I too was once that age and looked nearly similar." 
"You? No, impossible. You sprung up from pond scum, like a toad." 


"I have become completely inured to your insults. The only thing I find upsetting is that you 
actually believe toads spring from pond scum. Have you ever opened a biology book? Or any 
book?" 


"I don't need a book on biology, I'm already very experienced in the subject," Potter said and then 
winced when Severus started to cackle. "That sounded less gross and pathetic in my head." 


Potter gave him a moment to settle down, before asking, "Is it true what Sirius said? About 
Quentin? Did he- did he coerce you?" 


All traces of mirth were wiped away. "That," Severus growled. "Is none of your damned business." 


"M'sorry," Potter mumbled, without looking him in the eye. It was probably the only apology 
Severus would ever get from him. After a minute, he said, "I'm glad Simon takes after you." 


Severus didn't know how to respond to that. 


You... Like... Quidditch? Potter clumsily signed to Simon one morning. Simon didn't respond, and 
only buried his face in Severus's leg. 


"Potter," Severus said, his voice rumbling with promised threats. "Whatever foul schemes you've 
got twisting through your head, you best keep my son and step-daughter out of it. If you so much as 
look at them—" 


"God, relax, I'm not going to hurt your kids, what kind of man do you take me for?" Potter 
snapped, his face flushed red. 


"The man who took sadistic delight in tormenting me for seven years simply because I existed." 


Potter's face grew redder. "It wasn't sadism. It was... it was just for a laugh. You'd think it was 
hilarious if, you know, you weren't the one getting pranked all the time. Sadism implies... 
something sexual." 


"Stripping me of my underwear wasn't sexual?" 


"No! It was—! I-" Potter's looked torn between embarrassment and righteous indignation. "I didn't 
even get to see anything!" 


Potter seemed to realize that was the wrong thing to say, because he mumbled out, "See you at 
work," and apparated away. Simon looked at the empty spot Potter had just been standing in, and 
then looked up at his mother to find him just as red-faced as Potter had been. That— He— Severus 
could not believe Potter's gall, to actually sound disappointed he didn't get a good look at his 
nudity. Severus was so incensed that he picked Simon up and marched right back to Quentin 
House. Let Matilda take over for the day, Severus was too worked up to bother with something as 
mundane as paperwork. 


He burst through the door and stormed through the house, where he found Peri and Helena ready to 
go into the garden for a game of badminton. "What happened?" Peri asked the moment he saw 


him, his expression morphing into one of alarm at the sight of his husband. 


"Potter," Severus growled out and set Simon on the ground. The boy immediately started signing 
his confusion, and Severus tried to explain that they were staying home today, but his hand 
movements were too fast, too clumsy. 


Peri nodded. "Helena, why don't you take Simon into the garden. I have a feeling this conversation 
is going to contain words not fit for your ears." 


"T'm twelve, I know lots of bad words already," Helena said, rolling her eyes, but she took Simon 
by the hand and did as her father said. 


As soon as they were out of the room, Peri turned to Severus with a speculative look in his eye. 
"You know, you never actually explained why you decided to hire your childhood bully of all 
people." 


"He's up to something. I know he is, and I'm going to find out what it is." Severus started to pace. 
"Alright... but why?" 
Severus threw him a look. "What do you mean why?" 


"Why get involved at all? Why hire him? You could have gone your whole life without seeing him 
again if you wanted, but you practically invited him back into it." 


Severus stopped pacing and turned to face Peri fully. "And what exactly do you mean by that?" 


Peri held up his hands in supplication. "We don't have a traditional marriage. I'm not going to hold 
you to vows that neither of us truly meant. If you want Potter, then you can have him. I won't stand 
in your way. All I ask is that if you take him as a lover to just inform me, and I'll show you the 
same courtesy if there's someone I become interested in." 


Severus stood there, mouth open, in shocked disbelief. “You think I want to fuck Potter!?” 
Peri shrugged. “I’ve never seen you so alive.” 


Severus turned sharply on his heel and stormed out of the parlor, slamming the pocket doors 
closed behind him. Peri inched toward the doors, reaching out a hand to open them, when they 
were thrown wide open once more. Severus stomped across the threshold, face twisted and blotchy 
as he came towards Peri. "And what did you mean when you said if you became interested in 
someone!?" He demanded. 


Peri backed up. "I'm committed to this marriage," he said, trying to find the right words to smooth 
things over. "But it isn't... traditional. | don't think we should limit our options just because of it." 


"This isn't a legal marriage at all!" Severus shouted. "It was never consummated! You're free to get 
an annulment whenever you want! Don't let me stop you!" 


"T honestly didn't think you would care if I took a lover," Peri said, a little helplessly. He looked at 
Severus. "Do you... do you want to... consummate?" 


"Oh, don't do me any favors," Severus sneered, and crossed his arms over his chest. 


Pericles smiled at him, a perfect smile, and he looked a little like he had when they first met at 
Lucius's party, so full of himself, filled to bursting with that Pureblood self-assurance. "Don't go 


thinking I wouldn't enjoy myself,” he said, raking his eyes over Severus's form. "I just thought you 
weren't interested." 


Severus deflated, unable to hold onto his anger as his insecurities were dragged to the surface. He 
shook his head, turning away from Pericles. "You don't have to pretend. I'll do nothing to 
jeopardize your daughter's future, if that's what you're worried about. This marriage benefits us 
both. I don't require poetry or sex to stay in it." 


"Neither do I, but I would be very happy to provide both. Eager, even." 

"I'm nothing to look at." 

"Oh, I like looking." 

Severus glared at him. "I don't want lies. It's alright to admit I'm ugly. My feelings won't be hurt." 


"Alright, no lies," Peri agreed, his handsome face growing stern as he placed his hands on his hips. 
"We haven't known each other for long, but I consider you a very dear and close friend, a good 
partner, and someone I can entrust with the health and safety of my daughter." He took a breath. "I 
am not in love with you." 


Severus nodded, accepting of all of this, but Pericles continued, "I'm not in love with you, but lam 
attracted to you. You are not 'easy on the eyes' as they say. There is nothing easy about you. 
Looking at you is like watching a house burn. It's thrilling, and mesmerizing, and more than a little 
intimidating. It's beautiful too." Severus found himself rooted to the spot, pinned by Peri's hungry 
gaze. "I want you, but I won't touch you without your permission. The choice is yours. We can stay 
as we are, or I can join you in the master bedroom." 


That night, after they had put the children to bed, Pericles followed Severus into his bedroom. 


Severus moved nervously about the room, keeping his back to Peri as he pretended to get ready for 
bed. Peri watched him from the threshold for a moment, eyes narrowed with concern. "We don't 
have to do this." 


"I want to do this," Severus insisted, without looking at him. 


The seconds seemed to stretch on and on. "I know what sort of reputation the young Mr Quentin 
had," Peri said slowly. "Did he... were you treated well?" 


Severus felt his face heat. It was the old lie coming back to haunt him. He shrugged, and said, "It 
only happened once. It was... very quick." Severus smiled ruefully at that. All that fumbling, and 
David had barely gotten inside of him before he shot his load. 


"What about your other partners?" 
"There was no one else." 


"Ah," Peri said, that charming and so very Pureblood smile was back on his face. "Don't worry, 
I've escorted many a-virgin into the Realm of the Sacred and the Profane." 


"Probably not a good idea to bring up your past conquests to the man you're trying to bed. And I'm 
not a virgin.” 


"You are, in all the ways that matter." 


Peri stepped forward and took hold of Severus's hands. Severus paused in the middle of turning 
down the bedcovers, and allowed himself to be pulled away. Pericles kissed one palm, pressing his 
lips against the calluses as he worked on the buttons of his sleeve. He did the same to the other, 
then moved to place a kiss against Severus's mouth. It was quick, and Severus tried to chase after 
him, but Peri was already gone, peppering his jaw with tiny, breathless kisses, along down the line 
of his neck as inch after inch of skin was slowly revealed. Peri was methodical with each button, 
his lips never progressing further than his fingers, until the outer tunic of his robes was shed and 
dropped to pool at his feet. 


His lips returned to his mouth, and this time it wasn't sweet, but hungry and forceful, and Severus 
had no choice but to tilt his head back and let Peri take what he wanted, hardly paying any 
attention at all as the other man unbuckled his trousers, pushing them down along with his 
underwear. He only noticed when Peri wrapped his hand around his cock. Severus gasped and tore 
his mouth away. He grasped at Peri's shoulders as the other man continued to pump his cock, 
looking helplessly up into the man's eyes as Peri stared back, drinking everything in. 


"This isn't fair," Severus gasped. Here he was, completely naked, and Peri hadn't even taken off his 
cravat. "At least make it even." 


Peri smiled. "Later. Right now, there's something I've been wanting to do." 


Peri's hand left him, and Severus bit out a groan at the loss. Pericles slid down onto his knees, and 
the sight of a Pureblood, one of the Sacred 28, on the floor for a dirty half-blood like Severus, 
made his cock twitch. A hot mouth enveloped him, one hand on the base of his cock, the other 
creeping between his legs to touch both holes. 


David had given Severus a lazy handjob after pulling out. He was barely been awake for it, and it 
seemed more like an afterthought. He was nothing like Pericles, who relish the noises Severus 
made. He dipped his head lower and lower, taking more of him into his mouth, with each pass. 
When Severus felt those fingers finally breech him, his vision whitened. 


Chapter 15 


There was only twenty minutes left of 1980 and Severus had a headache. 


Peri had filled his house with people. "You want to be a rich, fancy wizard then you have to party 
like one," he insisted. 


"I detest parties," Severus grumbled. 


"I love parties!" Peri beamed. "Besides, it's good for business. This is how you make connections, 
strike deals, set up marriage contracts—" 


"Helena! Your father is trying to marry you off!" Severus shouted. 
A voice called back from somewhere upstairs. "I won't accept anyone but Rick Springfield!" 


Pericles had somehow managed to get his own way. Severus should have never let the man into 
his bed, it's made him soft on him, and now there was a crowd of people pulsing through Quentin 
House, dancing and drinking and laughing. The throbbing in his head pulsed in time with the band 
playing in the corner. He spotted Helena tucked into the shadows beside a potted plant, drinking 
punch that might have been spiked. With a smirk he crept over to her, not even needing a silencing 
charm to mask his footsteps in this din, and slipped up beside her. "I'm fairly certain Peri sent you 
to bed an hour ago." He whispered into her ear. 


Helena shrieked and dropped her punch, spilling it across the floor. Severus flicked his wand and 
the mess disappeared, before folding his arms across his chest to stare down at her. 


Helena pouted and pleaded. "Please, please, please let me stay up! At least until the fireworks!" 


Severus glared for a second longer, but he already knew he would relent, if only because the 
fireworks were about to start anyway. He just didn't want her to think she had won so easily. 
"Fine," he said, with a show of great reluctance. "But if your father catches you you're on your 
own." 


Helena grinned brightly and nodded. She opened her mouth to say something when a shout cut her 
off. 


"Severus!" 


They both turned around to see Agatha and Potter walking toward them — Agatha a little unsteadily, 
and Potter with that damned smirk permanently glued to his face. "Mr Selwyn," he said. "Where's 
your husband? Countdown is about to start. You're supposed to kiss the moment the clock strikes 
twelve, otherwise you'll have bad luck for the rest of the year. Oh well, if Pericles isn't here to do 

it, I suppose I'll just have to..." 


"Potter, I'd rather saw off my own lips with a metal file than kiss you," Severus replied, turning to 
face him. 


"Here, I got you champagne," Agatha broke in and tried to pass him the glass she was carrying. 
Severus had forgotten she was there. "You look like you could use it." 


Severus shook his head and pressed it back to her. "Thank you, but no, I'm the host, I'm not going 
to get drunk at my own party." 


"Who said anything about getting drunk? It's one glass of champagne. You've been standing in a 
corner, drinking water all—" Agatha stopped herself short, blinked through the haze of alcohol, and 
then screamed, "Are you pregnant! ?" 


Severus winced. "A little louder, Agatha, I don't think they heard you across the Channel." 


Severus looked at Potter, expecting to hear an insult, or a joke at his expense, but Potter stood 
frozen, his mouth a little slack, his eyes locked onto his midsection. Severus felt his heart jump, 
unsure of what that expression on his face could mean. 


"You're having a baby?" Helena quietly asked. 


Severus looked down at her, but she was already pushing past him, shoving into him, and dashing 
toward the staircase. Severus rushed after her, managing to reach her bedroom just in time for her 
to slam the door in his face. His anger sparked, and he threw open the door to see her pulling out a 
suitcase from her wardrobe, tears streaming down her face. "What do you think you're doing?" He 
demanded. 


"Leaving! I'm going to go live with the Muggles where I belong! Father doesn't need me! He's 
going to have a perfect, magical baby with you!" 


"Your father only bothered to get remarried in the first place because of you!" Severus snapped. 
"Stop acting like a child!" 


"I'm twelve!" She threw down her cloak into her suitcase with a shriek of frustration. "I'm twelve 
years old and Mother made me pack a suitcase and left me on a street corner in London! She just— 
she disapparated and I waited for hours and she didn't come back and I started walking—" Helena 
broke down and slid onto the floor beside her suitcase, hoarse, choking sobs ripping from her small 
lungs. Not even the explosion of fireworks could drown out the sound. 


Severus stood frozen, unsure of what he should do. He wanted to run downstairs and find Peri; he 
would know how to comfort her. Severus wasn't good at it. No one had ever comforted him as a 
child. He had never learned what to do, what to say; but it seemed wrong to leave her as she was, 
even to look for Peri. He twisted his hands together, thinking he should probably give her a hug or 
something. "My mother kicked me out of her house too. Trust me when I tell you, I would never let 
that happen to you.” 


Helena continued to cry and all Severus knew to do was hover by her shoulder. The fireworks 
bursting outside her bedroom window made the tears on her cheeks shine red, and then green, and 
then blue. After a few minutes, she calmed down enough to ask, "Why did she kick you out?" 


Severus edged closer to her and sat down on her bed. "I was pregnant with Simon and I wasn't 
married. She gave me one week to leave." 


Helena sniffled. "Did you make up with her?" 
"No, I haven't spoken with her since." 


"I miss my mum," she cried. "She hates me, and I know I should hate her back, but I don't." 
Severus didn't know what to say. He felt like he was floundering, but Helena apparently didn't need 
or require any platitudes from him because she turned to look out the window at the fireworks and 
said, "Happy New Year, Severus." 


"Happy New Year, Helena." 


Two days after his birthday, Severus stepped out of Quentin House, a potion vial in one hand, and 
looked around for that constantly grinning face that had taken to haunting his house. Much like at 
Hogwarts, Potter had a knack for knowing when Severus was about to leave his home. This time, 
however, Potter was nowhere to be seen. Severus adjusted his cloak and tried to ignore that 
disconcerted feeling at the loss and took the Knight Bus to Lily's. 


Lily smiled when she opened the cottage door, but it was thin and strained. "Come in," she said 
and stood aside to let him pass. "Is that—?" 


Severus held out the bottle-green potion for her inspection. "Presenting my final work for my 
Master's approval," he said, with great solemnity, which brought out a real smile to her face. 


She took to the vial from his hands, uncorked it, and sniffed. The smile faded and a look of 
confusion overtook her face. "It smells... off." 


"[ had to substitute Lethe's Tears with asphodel," Severus explained. "It took me a while to figure 
out a way to utilize the asphodel so that it would react properly with the other ingredients, but I 
succeeded and the differences between a standard Mind Cleansing Potion and this version are 
negligible." 


"Why would you need to substitute—" she cut herself off and her face darkened. "You're pregnant." 
"Tam. Two months." 


Lily closed her eyes and took a deep breath. When she opened them again she said, "As far as I'm 
concerned, your mastery is complete. You've more than proved yourself to be a Potions Master." 
She gave him a watery smile. "I'm sorry, but I won't be able to formally present you to the Guild. I 
know a few Potioneers who would love the opportunity of taking over your sponsorship, I— I'm 
sorry, Sev, don't look at me like that, but I can't stay. I'm—" she took a deep breath, her bright green 
eyes flickering away from his. "I'm leaving the country." 


Severus had watched her the entire time with narrowed eyes. "You're lying," he said. He knew she 
was lying, knew it like he knew her favourite scent and her fear of deep water. 


Her eyes flashed toward him. "Your old friends are making it difficult for people like me to stay." 


Severus ground his teeth together. For almost a year they had tiptoed around the subject, neither 
one wanting to bring up the incident and break whatever delicate truce had sprung up between 
them. "My old friends? I don't think you want to bring up old friends. Did Potter tell you everything 
that he's done to me? Because I really don't think he has." 


Lily folded her arms and looked away again. "He's not my husband anymore." 


"And they're not my friends anymore," Severus bitterly said, feeling the cavern in his chest ache at 
Lucius's continued silence. 


"I'm sorry, Sev." 


"I'm sorry too. I've been sorry since I called you a—" Severus gave a half-shrug. "Well, it's in the 
past. We made our choices." 


Lily nodded slowly and took a deep breath. "The Death Eaters are targeting Harry. I can't stay." 


Severus was shocked. "He's an infant. What possible reason could they have for wanting to kill 
him?" 


"You mean other than the fact his mother is a mudblood?" Lily bitterly asked. She looked at his 
stomach. "You should be careful too. You do realize you're just another mudblood too, right? And 
here you are, stirring up the pot. You're a pot-stirrer, always have been." 


"Well, I am a Potions Master, as of today." 


Lily huffed a laugh, but sobered quickly. "I'm serious, Sev. There's been a lot of talk about you. 
You understand you're a target?" 


Severus waved off her concern. "Whatever else Lucius Malfoy might be, he's fond of me," he 
insisted, as much to himself as to her. "He won't let anything happen to me." 


"Sev, Lucius Malfoy is a Death Eater! He doesn't see you as his equal! You can't trust him!" 


"He was there for me when no one else was!" Severus shouted. "He protected me! He cared for 
me! And, yes, he can be a little cruel sometimes, he isn't perfect, but he's always done right by me!" 


Harry's cries could be heard in the distance, his nap woken by the angry shouts coming from the 
kitchen. Lily shook her head, her face twisted with pity. "You sound just like your mother." 


Severus felt like he had been slapped. 
"Sev, wait—" 


Severus didn't stay to hear whatever else she might have to say. He stepped out of the cottage and 
slammed the door behind him. He made the journey back to Quentin House in a blind rage, unsure 
of who exactly he was angry at. He stormed through the foyer, barely taking the time to notice Peri 
and the children were still out on their trip to Diagon Alley, and went into the front parlor. He 
grabbed a handful of Floo powder by the mantel and threw it into the fireplace. The moment 
Lucius's blond head appeared in the embers, Severus screamed, "You can't avoid me forever!" 


Lucius said nothing, but then he was stepping through the portal, into Severus's parlor, shaking the 
soot from his robes, and Severus was struck by the memory of the little country house, of Quentin 
lying dead in the kitchen, and Lucius Malfoy coming through the fireplace to rescue him. This 
Lucius looked nothing like his rescuer. This one was worn and tired and jaundiced. His shoulders 
sagged, his hair looked limp. "Severus," he greeted, and rested a little on his cane. 


Severus eyed him. "Are you alright?" He asked quietly. 


Lucius waved his hand. "It's been a difficult year for all of us. Except for you. New husband, new 
shop, everything is coming out so wonderfully for you." 


Severus swallowed. "I know you had different ideas—" 


"Oh, no, you're your own man, Severus, don't let me try to tell you what to do," Lucius sniffed. "It's 
not as though I've done nothing but try to protect you." 


"I'm grateful for everything you've done for me." 


"Grateful, he says," Lucius muttered to himself as he made a slow circle of the parlor. "Do you 
understand the position you put me in? I vouched for you. I told Him you weren't like those other 
mudbloods. And what do you do the moment you get a little power and wealth? You try to tear 
down our entire world, try to reshape it to fit your small, Muggle mind." 


"T didn't-" 


"Don't lie, Severus! I know you had a hand in those strikes! You've done nothing these past two 
years but spit on centuries of tradition!" 


"Lucius," Severus tried again. "You can't put the Wizarding World under a glass dome. You can't 
expect anything to remain unchanged for centuries. Not people, or places, or even ideas. 
Everything changes." 


"Not us!" Lucius insisted, slamming his hand on the mantel as he came back around. He took a 
deep breath and looked at Severus with bloodshot grey eyes. "You're my friend," he said, and it 
sounded like a bitter confession delivered after hours of torture. "I beg you, if you've never taken 
my advice before, take it now: take your family and go on a long holiday. Don't come back." 


He slipped back into the fireplace, the flames blazing around him as he disappeared back into 
Malfoy Manor. Severus stood there, shaking, swallowing back the emotion that threatened to 
overtake him. He nearly jumped out of his skin when he heard the front door slam open and 
Potter's voice, sounding hoarse and desperate, cry out, "Severus!" 


He ran into the parlor, wand drawn, and pulled up short at the sight of Severus standing alone in 
the middle of the parlor, shaking. "Where is he?" Potter demanded, looking all around. 


"Where is who, Potter?" 
"Malfoy!" He hissed. "I know he's here." 


"And how exactly do you know that?" Severus demanded, gathering up his anger and drawing it 
around him like a cloak, hoping it would douse his fears and stop the tremors running through him. 


"T- I put wards down around your house," he said, lifting his chin defiantly. He wasn't the least bit 
sorry. He was never sorry. 


Severus chuckled wetly. "I'm still only slimy, evil Snivellus to you, aren't I? Still waiting to catch 
me red-handed?" 


"No! That's not why I-" 


"Get out of my house, Potter," Severus said, turning away to stare into the fireplace. "And don't 
bother coming into work tomorrow. You're fired." 


Chapter 16 


Chapter Notes 


I had trouble with this chapter, mainly because James is a fucking weirdo. This chapter 
is all about him being horny and unable to be a normal person about it. 


Also, I'm sure many would agree that if I was going to compare Sev to any of the 
Greek gods, it'd be Hades. And, yeah, they're both dark, live underground, and prefer 
to remain separate from others, but personality-wise Severus is a Hera, with that regal, 
calculating mask barely covering up a ball of rage, and you cannot change my mind. 


FOR CLARIFICATION: The last section in this chapter (the Order meeting) happens 
before the last section of the last chapter (Severus's conversation with Lily and his 
subsequent conversation with Lucius). 


James found Lily sitting by the lake with Mary and Marlene after Quidditch practice one Thursday 
afternoon in early April. He ducked behind a tree and pulled out an apple he had been saving from 
his bag. He flicked his wand, and the red flesh turned golden. Words appeared, carved into the 
skin: For the fairest. 


He sent the apple rolling to them, where it bumped into Lily's hip. Curious, she picked it up, and 
when she saw what had been written there, she burst into laughter. She looked so beautiful. Red 

hair shining like copper in the sun, her pale skin already starting to freckle. She searched around, 
and her green eyes landed on James as he strolled casually up to them. 


"Hello, what are you three up to?" 
Lily showed him the apple. "Care to explain this?" 


"Hmm, it says, 'for the fairest.’ Well, I admit to being a bit biased, but I can certainly help judge the 
contest." 


"Careful Potter, that's how wars start." 
"Shall I compare you to Aphrodite, Evans?" 


She laughed again, a faint blush spreading across her cheeks. "Are you sure those glasses you're 
wearing aren't rose-coloured?" 


James woke up early to get ready for work. He had to move around antique furniture and priceless 
works of art still wrapped in sheets as he got out of bed and headed into the kitchen. He had done 
what his accountant had suggested. He had sold most of his property, excepting the house in 
Godric's Hollow, and paid off his debts. But he couldn't bear to part with his parents’ things and he 
had shoved what he could in his flat. It was more of a warehouse than home now. All the long 
centuries of his family's history, reduced to what could be kept in a four-bedroom apartment. 


This is a temporary setback, he thought to himself. He had never known life to be anything but 
pleasant. He had always gotten what he wanted; why should life be any different now? But one 


year of hardship slipped into two, and James could see no end in sight. 


He dressed himself in black robes, his name tag fixed to the front. He apparated to Quentin's and 
took up his post by the potion counter, selling his father's inventions to the masses, a smile fixed 
permanently to his face. Part of him bucked at this degradation; worse still, he felt like he should 
be more upset about it than he was, but the horrible truth of the matter was that he liked sales. He 
was good at it. 


"Sleekeazy is for frizzy, dry hair," he said to the woman standing at his counter. Her hair reminded 
him of Snape's, but of a chestnut brown colour instead of his deep, rich black. He smiled, the same 
smile he used to give to girls to make them blush. "Your hair is already naturally smooth and shiny, 
you don't need that. It's perfect as it is. If you want a change though, you might like Bounsee. This 
little potion will give your hair more bounce and body to it." 


She was grinning, pleased, and bought the potion off of him. There a the part of James that was 
happy he made another sale, and there was another part of him that raged against his new station in 
life, that screamed he was a Potter and a Pureblood and he was made to be greater than this. 
Counters and name tags were for people like Snape, not him. 


He spotted Snape talking to Matilda across the store, by the cloaks. "Hey, Annie, I'm going to take 
my break," he said, and Annie waved him off and took up his spot at the counter. 


James made his way over to the pair. Matilda spotted him first, and a scowl overtook the squib's 
face at the sight of him. "I'm on break," he said, cutting in before she could scold him for leaving 
his station. "I'd like to talk to Snape." 


"Mr Selwyn," Matilda corrected in that stiff, Edwardian manner. "This is your employer, lest 
you've forgotten. I'm sure he has more important things to do than chitchat with a clerk." 


Lady, I'm a fucking Potter, I could buy your house and throw you out on the streets of I wanted, 
James thought, but kept his rictus-like smile firmly in place. 


"It's fine. I'll find you after a while," Snape said, dismissing her, and she left with a nod of her head. 
Snape turned around fully to face him, brow arching up. "Why is it so difficult for you to get my 
name right? Honestly, I knew there wasn't much brains rolling around in that head of yours, but I 
thought you'd at least be able to read. Or did you take too many bludgers to the head and what little 
brains you had have since dribbled out of your ears?" 


"Well, I could just call you Severus, that way I don't have to bother trying to remember your last 
name," James replied. 


"Not on your life," Snape— Severus said. 


Severus was looking up at him with those large, dark eyes, and James was nearly vibrating with 
excitement. He really had lovely eyes, framed with black lashes that stood in stark relief against his 
pale skin. Cow-eyed, James thought. Like Hera. I sing of golden-throned Hera, cow-eyed Hera, 
whom Rhea bore. You are ensconced in darksome hollows and airy is your form. 


His eyes were black, and they should have seemed cool, like ice, but instead they were burning. 
There was so much emotion shining through them, despite the carved marble of his impassive face. 
Severus was turned so that he was facing James fully, his arms down by his sides, head tilted back 
slightly to look up at him, and he seemed so open, as if he was waiting for James to surge and crash 
into him. 


That little voice in the back of his head that reminded him that he was a Potter, that he didn't take 
orders from a squib, insisted this man was Snivellus and under no circumstances should he think 
him attractive, was drowned out by a rush of images that flooded through James's brain. He wanted 
to tangle his fingers in his black hair, pull his head back, and expose the long, lean column of his 
throat. He was always so buttoned-up. James only ever got to see his face and hands between the 
folds of his black robes. The robes he wore now were rich and voluminous, but James thought 
back to their time in school, when he wore robes that were thin from repeated washings, too short 
in the leg, too small in the shoulders. Very little was left to the imagination, the outline of his lean 
body on display for everyone to see. James imagined himself running his hands along Severus's 
waist, with just that thin piece of fabric separating them. He could tear it easily, push his robes up 
to his chest, bare those long, pale legs now wrapped around his waist, push into him, into that heat 
in some dusty, unused classroom. Barely decent, James thought. He was barely decent. A stiff wind 
could have come along and ripped away his modesty. 


You ripped away his modesty. 


The flames building within him cooled at the memory. That was... that was wrong. What was he 
thinking? He had never— Severus wasn't— James tried to think back on what had pushed him to do 
such a thing in the first place. Because he exists. Severus wasn't a person then. Snape was just a 
character in a play; he didn't have feelings, except what the author gave him, and the author was 
James. He exists. Severus did exist, and not for anyone's benefit, least of all James's. He had an 
entire life outside of James Potter. 


Pericles Selwyn entered Quentin's with a smile and a wave. Severus immediately turned away 
from James, the fire in his eyes softening to a warm, glowing ember as he smiled — smiled! — at his 
husband. "Lunch?" Selwyn asked. 


"What did you have in mind?" Severus asked as he came to stand beside the man. They fell into 
step, easily matching each other's stride, as they walked out of the shop. Severus did not spare a 
glance for his former arch-enemy. 


James felt sick knowing that he had been reduced to a footnote in Severus Snape's life. 


It was January 6, 1981, the Epiphany, and James had been summoned to Order Headquarters for a 
meeting. The large, round table that the Order of the Phoenix gathered at was empty save for 
James, Lily, and Albus Dumbledore himself. James and Lily sat next to each, despite the empty 
chairs that surrounded them. Something was wrong, something terrible had happened, and like two 
lost souls they sought each other out like a life-raft to face the oncoming storm. 


They stared helplessly across the table at Dumbledore, who looked grave and solemn as he folded 
his hands in front of him. "I had hoped you would never have to know about this, but now that 
Voldemort has found out—" he ignored their twin flinches at the sound of his name. "—I have no 
choice. You know about the new divination professor, don't you?" 


"Sybill Trelawney?" Lily asked, and James vaguely remembered her from school. "What about 
her?" 


"She foretold a prophecy last year. A genuine prophecy, that spoke of a coming child that would 
have the power to vanquish Voldemort, born as the seventh month dies." 


Underneath the table, Lily's hand clutched at his, and James squeezed back, his heart thundering. 
He spared her a look, and his beautiful Aphrodite looked worn and tired, dark circles under her 
eyes, her red hair dull and thrown into a messy bun. 


"Both your son and the Longbottom boy fit the prophecy, and now that Voldemort knows of it he 
will come after them. The Longbottoms have agreed to go into hiding, and now I'm afraid I must 
ask you to do the same, for your own safety as well as your child's." 


"How?" James demanded, his voice sounding hoarse as if he had spent the past hour screaming. 
"How did You-Know-Who find out?" 


Dumbledore sighed and looked down at his hands. "I do not know, but I think we must consider 
the very real possibility that we have a traitor in our midst." He looked back up at them. "James, 
you still own that house in Godric's Hollow?" 


"T- yes, I do." 


"T think it best if we removed the three of you there immediately. Considering your public divorce, 
I doubt many would believe Lily to have gone there." 


"If we're going to use our divorce as a cover, then James can't come with us," Lily said, and James 
opened his mouth to protest when she cut him off. "Think about it. If all three of us went into 
hiding it would look suspicious, considering we're supposed to be bitter exes. You have to stay. 
You can tell the papers that your bitch of an ex-wife ran off with your baby to the States or 
wherever. It'd be the perfect cover story." 


James nodded slowly, his mouth tasted sour with bitterness at the thought of leaving Lily and 
Harry on their own, but he could see her logic. "We'll need a Secret Keeper. Maybe Sirius—" 


"I want Sev,” Lily said. 


James felt his stomach drop. First Lily and Harry, and now Severus was going to get caught up in 
this too. He's pregnant, James thought, thinking back to that disastrous New Year party the 
Selwyns had thrown. Annie had been all in a frenzy when she had received an invitation; all of the 
employees who worked at Quentin's had gotten one, even James himself and he had checked his 
invitation over, to see if there was anything special, anything different, some sign of Severus's 
acerbic wit that he reserved specially for James. It was exactly the same as Annie's. 


James had gone to the party without a plan, but somehow, someway, he would make Severus see 
that a roaring fire was better than soft embers. Selwyn was too old, too complacent, and Severus 
needed someone who could challenge him, who could push him to even greater heights. He came 
dressed in his best robes, which made him stand out from the other Quentin employees in their 
cheap, off-the-rack get-ups, but blending in easily with the minor purebloods and wealthy half- 
bloods and half-pures that had shown up. He should have been more ashamed of himself, pursuing 
a married man with children, but that didn't deter him as much as the fact that the man he now 
wanted was Severus Snape. And he did want him. There were only so many wet dreams a man 
could have before he was forced to face the truth. James dreamt of Severus as a white snake, 
slipping beneath his blankets and slithering along the crevices of his body to rest his head against 
his chest. He became a man again, his solid heat pressing James into the mattress as he rocked 
down on his cock. James grabbed the back of his thighs, cupping the globes of his ass, as he thrust 
up into— 


He spotted Severus standing in a dark corner, next to his step-daughter. The girl was only nine 
years younger than Severus; what was Selwyn thinking, marrying someone as young as Snape? It 
wasn't appropriate. There was gossip. And his blood status. He should have known better, what 
with the war going on, than to marry a half-blood. He was putting their entire family in danger. 
James vowed that he would do nothing to actively sabotage Severus's marriage, but if Severus 
started to think that James might be the better option... well, James wouldn't say no. 


And then Agatha had shouted, "Are you pregnant!?" James waited for Severus to deny it except... 
he didn't. He was pregnant, and Pericles was the father. They were sleeping together. They were 
having sex. They're married, the voice in the back of his head jeered. 


"Severus Snape has connections with known Death Eaters," Dumbledore said. "He cannot be 
trusted." 


"7 trust him," Lily insisted. 


James wanted to speak up, to tell Lily that they couldn't put him in danger, not now, not when he 
was going to have a baby, but James glanced over at Dumbledore and kept quiet. It wasn't his 
place, and... Well, he's been thinking a lot. About the past, about his treatment of Severus, about 
Dumbledore's treatment of him, and what had seemed justified to a fifteen year old child, left the 
twenty-one year old man feeling uncomfortable. Lily would ask Severus, regardless of what 
Dumbledore thought, and he could tell her himself. It would be better if it came from Severus. 


Five days later, James's wards were set off when someone with a Dark Mark — Lucius Malfoy, the 
magic told him — entered Quentin House. 


Chapter 17 


Chapter Notes 


Alright, so I rushed this chapter out quickly because of some confusion about the 
timeline of events. Severus's chapters are mostly set in the present, while James's 
chapters flash back to show what's going on behind the scenes outside of Severus's 
POV. The scene in Chapter 16 where Lily learns about the prophecy happens on 
January 6, before her conversation with Severus about his mastery and his pregnancy 
in Chapter 15, which takes place on January 11. I hope this clears up some confusion, 
and sorry for not making it explicitly clear before! 


Severus wanted to get very drunk, but he was determined to do everything right this time around. 
No alcohol, no coffee, eat only the prescribed foods, eat often, rest when tired. He wasn't going to 
fail this child like he had failed Simon. 


But he really, really wanted to get drunk. 


Severus found himself back at Lily's cottage, morose and downtrodden. She had taken one look at 
him and ushered him inside. There were already a few boxes scattered around the place, filled with 
keepsakes and picture frames, dishes and clothes. Lily kicked one out of the way to make a path to 
the couch. Severus let himself fall onto it, feeling strangely exhausted. Lily curled into the seat 
next to him, watching and waiting. 


"I spoke to Lucius," Severus said at last. 

He could feel Lily tense. "And...?" She asked. 

"He told me to leave the country. I don't think... I don't think we'll talk again." 
Lily sighed. "You knew what you were doing would upset You-Know- Who." 


"You don't understand," Severus said and leaned forward, letting his hair cover his face as tears 
pricked his eyes. "Lucius has always been there for me. He was there when you weren't." He took a 
deep breath. "If you knew what he's done for me..." 


"Tell me," Lily said, her voice gentle, wanting to understand. 


So, he did. He told her about David, about Quentin, that night in the kitchen when Quentin 
appeared, drunk, making threats. "He said it was only right he got to enjoy what he was owed," 
Severus parroted, the words having been burned into his brain. "He made a grab for me and pulled 
out his wand. All I cast was a Knock-Back Jinx, I swear, I didn't use any Dark curses—" Lily made 
shushing noises and ran her fingers through his hair. "He fell," Severus choked out. "He landed on 
a vase. It broke and a piece- it had gone through his neck. He bled out in minutes. I was a poor, 
pregnant half-blood and I was already lying about the identity of the baby's father. I didn't know 
who else to turn to. I contacted Lucius. He took care of it. He made it look like a robbery gone 
wrong. He never asked me for anything, never held it over my head. He cared for me." 


He was sure she would pull away at that, recoil at what he had allowed to happen, but all she did 


was continue to stroke his hair. "Sev," she said, but he didn't look up. 
"Severus." 


He braced his elbows against his knees and pressed the heels of his palms into his eyes. Lily 
stopped stroking his hair and moved away from him. She knelt in front of him and grasped his 
wrists, tugging a little. "Severus, listen to me,” she said. "You trusted me with your secret, now I'm 
going to trust you with mine." 


Severus let her pull his hands away to look down into her green eyes. "I'm not leaving the country," 
she told him. "I'm going into hiding because there's a prophecy that states Harry will vanquish 
You-Know-Who. I was going to ask you to be my Secret Keeper last time you were here, but... you 
told me you were pregnant, and I couldn’t ask you to do that. Dumbledore thinks you’ ll go running 
to the Death Eaters with this information to save your own skin, but I know you, Sev. I know you 
would never willingly put me in danger.” 


Severus was yanked from his spiral by Lily’s confession, and all he could do was stare at her in 
confusion. “What? Prophecy?” He asked. 


“There was a prophecy that said the one that would vanquish You-Know-Who would be born as 
the seventh month dies to parents who had thrice-defied him. That fits Harry, and also the 
Longbottom child. The prophecy says that You-Know-Who will mark him as his equal. 
Dumbledore kept it a secret for as long as he could, but You-Know-Who somehow found out about 
it. The Headmaster wants us to go into hiding for our own safety.” 


The name Dumbledore stirred up something dark and ugly in Severus. “Lily, do you remember 
when we were ten and you became obsessed with Greek mythology?” 


She frowned, confused at this sudden change in topic. “Yes...” 


“Prophecies — real prophecies — are just like the ones in Greek myths. They only have power if you 
give them power. Oedipus would have never killed his father or married his mother if his parents 
didn’t abandon him on the word of a prophecy. Same with Acrisius and Danaé. Your son doesn’t 
have to be any Chosen One, unless he’s pushed into that role. Don’t let Dumbledore push him into 
ite 


"You-Know-Who is the one going after us, he has to mark—" 


"And who told him?" Severus demanded. "Dumbledore has been given the means to end this war 
on a silver platter, and all it will cost is one child. Why keep you here except as an ace up his 
sleeve, in case the war turns against him, and he feels as if he has no other choice but to set the 
prophecy in motion?” He threw up his hands in frustration. “Why don’t you do what you said you 
were going to do? Why don't you leave the country? Do you know how much harder it would be 
for the Dark Lord to find you if you choose literally any other place in the world like, I don't know, 
Uruguay?" 


Lily stood up, shaking her head. "Dumbledore wouldn't do that. Harry is just a child!" 


"So was I!’ Severus shouted. “Ask Potter about fifth year, ask him what really happened that night 
he saved my life. If he’s really changed, he’l] tell you the truth.” 


Severus still had nightmares about that night. The teasing he had endured his first and second years 
were nothing compared to what he experienced in his third and fourth. Black and Potter had gone 
through a growth spurt, and were filled with pent-up, hormonal aggression they were just dying to 


unleash. Severus felt like a mouse, scurrying between classes, trying to use the professors and even 
other students as human shields to hide from the constant bullying. And the Marauders were 
always there. Somehow, they just knew where he was, at all times, it was unending, relentless. He 
could never feel safe, too terrified they would be waiting for him behind every corner. And the 
professors didn’t care. They laughed it off, in a boys-will-be-boys sort of way, or subtly hint that 
Severus might just be paranoid and that it was all in his head, or worse that he was lying in order to 
get them in trouble. He was willing to do anything to obtain a little peace of mind, including trying 
to find ways to get them expelled. 


He had long suspected Lupin was a werewolf. He tried to tell Lily, but she just brushed him off. 
Severus started sneaking out on nights when there was a full moon, trying to find proof. A secret 
werewolf at Hogwarts? Dumbledore would have to expel Lupin, if only for the safety of the rest of 
the students, and maybe he would even be forced to expel the Marauders as well. They had to have 
known Lupin’s secret. One afternoon in his fifth year he had stumbled upon Black and Pettigrew in 
an empty hallway near the library and stepped back behind a tapestry in order to eavesdrop. 
Pettigrew was oblivious to his presence, but Black had noticed him— not that Severus knew that at 
the time. 


“Guess what tonight is,” Black said in a sing-song voice that was barely above a whisper. “And 
remember, you’ve got to press the knot at the base of the Whomping Willow if you want it to 
work.” 


Pettigrew, not having picked up on what Black was doing, sounded indignant. “What? You think 
I’ve forgotten?” 


“You’ve forgotten your own wand.” 
“That was one time! And we were eleven!” 
“That was at least fifty times, and it was last week.” 


They bickered all the way to the library. Severus doesn’t know how he could have fallen for such a 
blatant trap, except that he was fifteen at the time and an idiot. He figured that if Black and 
Pettigrew could do it, it would be perfectly safe. That might be where they chained Lupin up or 
something. Well, lucky for Lupin, he was a free range werewolf, as Severus discovered that night. 
And Dumbledore had the gall to be disappointed in Severus’s actions, as if he hadn’t been driven to 
it, while the Marauders had gotten away with hardly a slap on the wrist! Severus had been made to 
swear on his magic that he would never reveal what had happened that night, and the Marauders... 
Thirty points deducted from Gryffindor for Black’s actions, thirty points added to Gryffindor for 
Potter’s daring rescue, and thirty points deducted from Slytherin for Severus being out of bounds 
of school property past curfew. Oh, his housemates had been so pleased with him that night. And 
for what? All because of stupid House prejudice? 


“Of course not,” Lucius had said. Severus had never told him the whole story — couldn’t tell him 
the whole story — but Lucius gleaned enough to know that something terrible had happened that 
night, and what the consequences were- that is to say, little to none. “It’s about the war. You’ ve 
read the papers. You know the Dark Lord has been gaining power with each passing day. 
Dumbledore is desperate for people, enough that he’s willing to groom child soldiers. He’ Il do 
anything to keep these ‘Marauders.’ As for you, well, I think Dumbledore recognizes that you’ re 
too smart to fall for his tricks. You’re destined for greatness, despite your poverty and Muggle 
father. With you and I to help, the Dark Lord will win and take the Wizarding World.” 


Severus had preened at the praise. He would have followed Lucius to the ends of the earth. He’d 
have gladly sworn himself to the Dark Lord, though, in truth, his allegiance would always lie with 


Lucius and Narcissa and Draco. That deep aching hunger flared to life again at thoughts of Lucius. 


“Why do I need to ask James?” Lily demanded. “Why can’t you tell me? You would never talk 
about it, just drop these vague little hints. All I know about it are the rumors, and you never denied 
them. If it wasn’t true, then why didn’t you say anything then?” 


“T couldn’t,” Severus begged. “I can’t. You have to ask Potter. Listen to me, I’m going to follow 
Lucius’s advice. I'll talk to my husband, and we’ll leave the country. You and Harry are welcome 
to come with us. It'll take us a few days to get everything settled. Please. This is your son you’ re 
risking. For once in your life, don’t do the Gryffindor thing. Do the Slytherin thing: protect what’s 
yours and survive.” 


Lily stared at him; her green eyes wide as she took in his words. “I'll talk to James,” she promised. 
“And I'll contact you, to tell you whichever way I decide.” 


Severus nodded and was about to leave when Lily rushed forward and threw her arms around him 
in a tight squeeze. He hesitated for a moment, but slowly enfolded her in his arms, feeling the 
warmth of her body as they clung to each other for several long minutes. “In case I don’t see you 
again,” she whispered into his chest. 


“What about school? I have a history test coming up and I’ve been studying all week!” Helena 
protested as Severus dumped her clothes into a suitcase. 


“Who cares about Alfred the Great? What’s so great about him anyway? He’s been dead for 
centuries,” Severus grumbled. “I'll teach you at home if I have to.” 


“You went to Hogwarts! What do you even know about Muggle school anyway?” She huffed. 
“T’ve finally made some friends and now you’re saying we have to leave?” 


“We’re going to Finland. Doesn’t that sound nice?” 
“No,” she pouted and folded her arms. 


Severus had to remind himself over and over that she was twelve and that he and Peri had actively 
shielded her from the horrors of the war. She didn’t fully understand the danger they were all in. 
She’s twelve, she’s twelve, she’s twelve, Severus repeated like a mantra in his head. “There are lots 
of fun things to do in Finland,” Severus tried again. 


“Like what?” 
“Like... uhh...” Severus floundered for an answer. 


Alright, so Severus didn’t know a thing about Finland. Peri had spun the globe in the library really 
fast and let Helena pick a spot while blindfolded, and that’s where her finger landed. Peri, while 
holding onto Simon who was in the middle of a full meltdown, stuck his head in the door. 
“Saunas!” He said. 


Severus pointed to Peri. “See? Saunas. They have saunas.” 
Helena scrubbed her face. “This is a disaster.” 
“Please, please, tell me you saved some pacifiers,” Peri said while rubbing Simon’s back. 


“No, I threw them out weeks ago. He’s two. He’II ruin his teeth on them,” Severus said and then 


turned to Simon, getting his attention long enough to sign Pacifiers are all gone, no more pacifiers. 
Simon stared at Severus with watery eyes, and then threw himself backward in Peri’s arms, leaving 
him to scramble to keep a hold on the toddler before he could fall. Simon then bellowed out an ear- 
shattering wail— which only he was blessedly saved from actually hearing. 


Somehow above the noise and clamour, a ringing could be heard coming from the front door, and 
Severus seized any excuse to escape. He fled down the stairs, through the hall, and pulled open the 
grand walnut doors to find Lily standing at his doorstep with baby Harry and a bag strapped to her 
shoulder. She gave him a shaky smile. “Room for two more?” 


Peri arrived a second later, still cradling a crying Simon, and, spying Harry, said, “Thank God! 
You have to have some pacifiers with you, don’t you?” 


Chapter 18 


The worst part was the waiting. 


Their bags were all packed and thrown into a pile in the parlor. Severus had left letters for Matilda 
and Agatha, detailing how his shop was to be run during his absence. Simon had been put to bed 
and Helena was dozing on the sofa. The clock struck two in the morning. Peri glanced nervously at 
the clock. "The package should have arrived by now," he said. 


The package being their portkey. Peri had contacted an acquaintance in Denmark to arrange for a 
portkey to take them to Finland and have it sent by owl. 


Lily yawned. "We should have just taken an aeroplane." 


Peri looked terrified at the thought. "Those contraptions fall right out of the sky all the time! How 
do Muggles even get them to fly?" 


"Science," Severus said. 

"Science," Lily said. 

"Science," Helena mumbled into the cushion. 

Peri rolled his eyes. "You and your 'science.' Sounds like a lot of nothing to me." 


"An aeroplane would have been too obvious anyway," Severus said, stifling his own yawn. 
"Someone could easily spot us leaving. It would be difficult for all of us to blend in." He shot a 
glance at Peri. "Some of us more than others." 


"Nonsense. I can easily pass for a Muggle. I own many pullovers." 


Sounds filtered down from upstairs, the sound of tiny feet running back and forth, toys spilling 
across the floor, and laughter. "Someone's being naughty," Peri said in a song-song voice. 


"He thinks he's so sneaky," Severus grumbled and stood up, ready to wrestle Simon back in bed. 


"Well, to be fair, he has no idea how much noise he's making," Peri pointed out before reaching 
over and shaking Helena out of her light dose. "Come on, might as well go to bed too, we don't 
know when the owl will arrive." 


"You'll wake me up when it gets here?" She asked, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. 
"Of course. We can't leave without you." 


She nodded, looking pleased, and stood next to Severus. Severus turned to Lily, who held a 
sleeping Harry against her chest. "Harry can use Simon's old crib if you'd like. Give you a chance 
to rest your arms." 


Lily nodded. "Thank you." 


The four of them — Severus, Helena, Lily, and Harry — all trooped up the stairs single file, while 
Peri remained behind in the parlor and looked nervously at the clock. 


"How did Potter handle the news?" Severus whispered behind him, to Lily. 


Lily grimaced. "I didn't... actually tell him." 
"What?" He hissed. 


"Shh! Don't wake Harry. I was worried he would try to stop me or go to Dumbledore. Or tell 
Sirius, and Sirius would go to Dumbledore. I couldn't risk it. I don't want that man finding us. Once 
we're out of the country, I'll contact James, let him know." 


"Potter told you everything then?" 


"He did. Have you... have you never been able to confide in anyone? About what happened with 
Lupin?" 


"No. " 
"What happened?" Helena asked, poking her head up from behind Lily's shoulder. 


"None of your business," Severus told her succinctly. Then, as they reached the landing, Severus 
whispered to Lily. "Potter may already know you're here with Harry." 


"What? How?" She demanded. 


"He put wards down around my house to alert him who goes in and out. Probably thought I was 
hosting Death Eater parties here or something. I found a few and removed them, but there may be 
more." 


Helena opened her bedroom door and plopped down on the bed, her fingers — clumsy with sleep — 
started to pull on the laces of her boots. "Don't bother with that. You'll have to put them on again 
soon enough. Just go to sleep," Severus said, and with no more prompting, Helena let herself drop 
down on top of her bedsheets, boots and all. 


"You know, Sev, I don't think he believes you're a Death Eater, at least not anymore," Lily put 
forward, to which Severus merely scoffed. "Maybe he was trying to protect" 


She cut herself all when she noticed how tense Severus had grown. He had started to close 
Helena's door when he noticed a shadow moving across the garden. He stepped back inside the 
bedroom and walked toward the window, ignoring Helena's querying noise as she sat up in bed to 
look at him. Severus peered out into the darkness. He could have sworn he saw someone moving 
around down there, but the garden looked empty. The bushes and trees were brown and leafless, 
and there was a light dusting of snow covering the ground. He squinted into the darkness, trying to 
see by moonlight, and then he spotted it. Footprints. Many footprints, of different sizes. Severus 
backpedaled away from the window and, without looking, reached down and grabbed Helena by 
the arm, yanking her up out of the bed. She made a noise and Severus slapped a hand over her 
mouth with a whispered silencio. He could feel her shaking noiselessly in his arms. 


Severus turned to face Lily. They're here, he mouthed. 
Lily shot a look at the white-tiled fireplace in Helena's room. Floo? She asked. 


Severus shook his head. It wasn't connected to the Network. Parlor, he said. That was the only 
fireplace that was. Peri was there too. He could at least apparate Helena and Simon to safely. Harry 
was still far too young. His skull had not yet fused together; his fragile bones would not be able to 
handle the pull, and Severus— even if it went perfectly well for him, there was no guarantee the 
growing fetus inside him would come out alright. Like Harry, it too was delicate. There were 
reports of babies having been born with their limbs rearranged — arms where their legs should be, 


feet on backwards, and those were the ones that survived — after apparition. 


A shout came from downstairs — Pericles! — and was cut off suddenly. Beneath the palm of his 
hand he felt Helena open her mouth in a mute scream. Not that it mattered. Peri's shout turned into 
a scream of his own, followed by another voice laughing and the sounds of footsteps moving 
around, going into different rooms, searching for them. 


Cupola, Severus mouthed and pointed up. Jump to the next roof. They could use a cushioning 
charm to land safely. 


Lily nodded and he shoved Helena toward her. Lily took the girl by her arm, glanced down the 
hallway and took off toward the stairs as silently as she was able. Severus pulled out his wand and 
went further down the hall, creeping toward Simon's room, trying to ignore the laughter and the 
screams echoing from downstairs. You can't help him, he's already dead, Severus told himself 
harshly, trying to push down the wave of rage and despair welling up inside. There was a part of 
him that wanted to rush downstairs and rescue his husband, a part that he ruthlessly suppressed. 
Whatever the Sorting Hat might have told him, the Slytherin half of him had always dominated his 
brain. He would not recklessly rush in or make a grand final stand. He would protect his children 
even if it meant... Severus bit down on his knuckle to keep silent, tears streaming down his face, 
as a choking scream ripped through Peri. 


As quietly as he could, Severus opened Simon's door, wincing as the wood creaked and moaned. 
Simon was happily playing with his toy soldiers, his small body outlined by the softly glowing 
nightlight. He couldn't hear the screaming, the laughter, the sounds of magic as the Death Eaters 
tore through his house. But he did notice the light from the hall pouring into his room. He turned 
around, saw Severus, and squealed as he made a mad dash for his little bed. He burrowed under his 
covers and pretended he had been asleep this entire time. Severus swore under his breath and 
fumbled with his wand, casting a Silencing Charm on Simon as he climbed over the bed, cutting 
off his squeals and laughter. Severus ran over and picked him up. He struggled to keep a firm hold 
on the wiggling boy who thought this was just another game. 


"Well, well." 


Severus froze at the sound of Mulciber's voice. He had to listen to that voice for seven years. He 
had never forgotten it. Severus shifted Simon onto his hip, holding on to him with one arm, and 

keeping his wand hand down, hidden in the folds of his robe. He turned around slowly, his eyes 

flickering to the masked figure standing at the threshold. Mulciber didn’t seem to think he was a 
threat, not with the child in his arms, but that changed quickly when Severus whipped his wand 

upward and let the sound of Peri’s screams fuel his desire to kill. “Avada kedavra!” 


Simon was squirming too much, Mulciber was too quick. The green light hit the lintel just as 
Mulciber ducked and drew his own wand. “Crucio!” 


Severus felt his entire body seize with pain. His nerves were on fire, pulsing, and he crumbled onto 
the floor, his muscles frozen. He knew he was hurting Simon, squeezing him in arms made 
immobile with pain, but Severus couldn’t release him even if he wanted to. His entire body was 
vibrating, his brain felt as if it was rattling around in his skull, bleeding out from his ears. Oh God, 
the baby. What was it doing to the baby? He was supposed to do everything right this time. 


The pain subsided and Severus was able to loosen his hold on Simon, enough to let the boy 
breathe. Would there be bruises? He had never wanted to leave Simon with bruises. He lifted one 
shaking hand and brushed back Simon’s hair. The boy could only stare helplessly back at him, with 
wide, terrified blue eyes. 


Mulciber came around and patted Severus on the head, like a dog. The touch made him ache from 
his crown to his jaw. “There, now, I think we’ ve learned our lesson,” he said, twirling Severus’s 
ebony wand between his fingers. “You always were good at learning lessons, Snape. Oh, excuse 
me, it’s Selwyn now. Why don't you join us downstairs? Our Lord awaits. Up you go, steady now." 


Mulciber helped him to his feet with all the grace and airs of his kind. He seemed to take delight in 
playing the gentleman with his victim. Severus clutched Simon to his chest and silently followed 
his old housemate downstairs, passing by a line of Death Eaters as they ran through his house, 
flinging open doors and looking under beds. Did they know Lily and Harry were here? Or were 
they simply looking for the last member of the Selwyn family, for Helena? Mulciber guided him 
along with a hand pressed against his back, a familiar, easy gesture of the sort Peri might give 
while taking a stroll through Diagon Alley. The whole house was silent now. 


Severus flinched when he stepped into the parlor, his hand flying up to cover Simon's eyes. Peri 
was lying on the floor in a pool of blood, motionless. A Death Eater stood over him, a woman, and 
she was slowly, methodically carving his face. Bellatrix, his mind supplied. Her hands were 
gloved, her face masked, but he remembered her from school, how deftly those hands had wielded 
a knife as she cut into roasts, into chicken, into suckling pigs in the Great Hall. 


"So, you are Severus Selwyn? Lucius always spoke so highly of you." 


Severus tore his eyes away from his husband to look at the figure seated in the wingback chair by 
the fireplace. This was the Dark Lord? This pale, bloodless creature, with its caved-in nose and 
thinning hair? Whatever he was, he looked half-snake. /'m taller than him, Severus thought 
hysterically. I'm taller than the Dark Lord. If we stood side-by-side, he'd have to look up to me. 
And what a funny thought, he'd always imagined the Dark Lord to be taller than Potter, taller than 
Dumbledore, towering above them all. "Do you know how much trouble you've caused?" 


Severus said nothing, his mind racing as he tried to figure out what would best soothe the Dark 
Lord. He tightened his hold on Simon, wondering if the boy could feel how fast his heart was 
beating, wondering if he knew just how scared his mother was. 


The Dark Lord was happy enough to answer for Severus. "Inciting rebellion among mudbloods and 
squibs, polluting Pureblood families with your inferior breeding, parading that squib step-daughter 
of yours around as if she was fit for polite society." The Dark Lord gave a rueful sigh and braced 
his chin in his hand as he surveyed Severus. "Lucius asked me to spare you, though I don't see why 
I should. In fact, I think you would better serve as an example, you and your little bastard." 


"I'm pregnant," Severus pleaded, twisting his body as if he could shield Simon from the Dark 
Lord's red gaze. "The child is mostly Pureblood. Only a quarter Muggle." 


"Only a quarter Muggle, he says!" The Dark Lord laughed. "Even a drop spoils the rest. You're a 
mudblood, that child in your arms is a mudblood, the thing growing in your belly is a mudblood." 
The Dark Lord stood up in one smooth motion and lifted his wand. "But I can make it quick, for 
Lucius's sake." 


"Harry Potter!" Severus blurted out, taking a gamble, hoping this was an attack against him and his 
family only, that they were still unaware of Lily and Harry's presence. Severus backed up until he 
bumped into someone's chest, black-gloved hands coming around to grasp his upper arms. "You're 
looking for him, aren't you? Because of a prophecy? Dumbledore intends to hide him and his 
mother. Lily Potter asked me to be her Secret Keeper. If you spare my children, I could be your 
spy. I could find out where they're going for you." 


One of the Death Eaters dropped the body of a mangled and bloody owl on the sofa. "We already 


know your plans, Severus," the Dark Lord said, his voice mockingly soft, like a teacher gently 
correcting a child. "We've been watching this house. We know they're here. It's only a matter of 
time before they’re found. I would have let you go, you know, as a favor for Lucius. Let you and 
your family spend the rest of your days in exile, but you thought you could take the Potter child 
from me." 


The Dark Lord pointed his wand, not at Severus’s head or chest but at his belly. “I do wonder,” the 
Dark Lord mused. “If the Killing Curse will kill both you and that child inside your womb 
instantly, or if it will suffer a slow death, trapped inside your rotting corpse.” 


Severus closed his eyes and hugged Simon tightly to him when a bright flash of red light erupted 
behind his eyelids. 


Chapter 19 


James sat on the sofa and felt the weight of Harry in his hands. He soaked in the small hills and 
valleys of his features, trying to memorize every detail of his son. He didn't know when he would 
see him again. He wished his parents had lived long enough to meet him. His son. Harry would 
soon be gone from James's life, like everyone else. His mother and father were dead, his marriage 
with Lily was over, Sirius's work as an Auror and Order member kept him away most of the time, 
as did Remus's job as a spy among the different werewolf clans. Even Peter had disappeared from 
James's life, slowly fading away into the background until one day James looked up and realized 
he was nowhere to be found. 


He wondered how much of his recent crush on Severus was due to the fact that James had no one 
else left in his life. His verbal sparring with his acerbic boss — familiar and comforting, a reminder 
of his glory days at Hogwarts — had been the highlight of his day. And God, wasn't that just 
pathetic? James trailing after a married man, a happily married man that he used to bully and 
torment, clinging to him like a life raft amid the wreckage of his life. Well, that was all over now. 
Severus had finally fired him and James couldn't even muster the energy to be upset about it. He 
was mostly just exhausted. 


And now he wouldn't even have Harry. James used to tell himself, J may have failed as a husband, 
but I will always be a good father. Harry might be in hiding for years. Terror clawed at James, 
thoughts of missing birthdays and first words clogging his brain. At least he'll get a chance to have 
a next birthday, James consoled himself. This isn't about you, James. This is about Harry. Better 
he grow up without a father than end up dead. 


Lily watched the pair of them from her perch on an old Recency-era chair that James had shoved 
into the corner of his living room. "What happened between you and Sev during our fifth year, 
when you saved his life?" she asked suddenly, out of nowhere. 


James felt a flash of irritation at being torn away from his son as he looked up and met her eyes. 
"Does that really matter right now?" He demanded. 


She narrowed her eyes, her face cool and impassive. "Yes. It does." 


A wave of embarrassment rose up at the memory of the "prank." Not during the actual moment, 
those minutes between Sirius admitting what he'd done between short barks of laughter, the flight 
to the Whomping Willow, crawling into the tunnel and finding Severus, frozen in horror as Moony 
— only half-transformed — lunged for him, the heat of Severus's skin burning through his thin robes, 
the hot pulsing of his blood as James dragged him out. All of that was a mere fog, coloured by his 
own panic and terror. It was the after that made him squirm. The euphoria he felt at saving both 
Moony and Snivellus, Dumbledore's praise and reward. James couldn't keep it to himself. Oh, 
details had been changed to protect the innocent (the innocent here being Remus and only Remus; 
James had not considered Severus an innocent at the time, half-imagined him to have come out of 
the womb a Death Eater and flinging dark curses), but James told his story of his daring rescue, 
saving Snivellus from a wild werewolf attack after the stupid Slytherin had wandered too deep into 
the Forbidden Forest, to the entire school. And Severus couldn't deny it, couldn't explain what had 
really happened, forced to watch as the whole school heaped praise on James, and Lily turning a 
speculative gaze on him. That was one of the blows that shattered their friendship. There had been 
little cuts in-between, but the first major strike had been the prank. From Lily's perspective, James 
had put aside their rivalry to rescue his enemy, and Severus — unable to come to his own defense — 
could only stew in anger and bitterness. 


"Sirius wasn't thinking—" the words popped out of his mouth automatically, the same old defense as 
if Lily was about to start handing out detentions. James swallowed thickly, licked his lips, and tried 
again, this time with the truth. "You remember when I told you about how we — Sirius, Peter, and I 
— became animagi to keep Remus company on full moons?" At Lily's nod, James pressed on. 
"Sirius told Se-Snape how to get into the Shrieking Shack. He was there when Remus transformed. 
I didn't find out about it until Sirius came into our dorm, laughing about it. I only just got to Snape 
in time." 


Lily sat in the chair, breathing heavily, her knuckles white from where she grasped at the arms. 
"You made it sound like it was Sev's fault. You acted like a hero." Her voice was dark and low, 
and James was struck by its similarity to Severus's when he got into a rage, all the way from its 
tone to the accent. He wondered who had copied who, or if they had developed that voice together, 
simultaneously, throughout their childhood. "You are no hero," she said. 


James shook his head. "No." 


Several long seconds ticked by before Lily spoke again. "What stopped Sev from telling the truth? 
Was it Dumbledore?" 


James looked back down at Harry. The boy fidgeted in his sleep, swinging out one arm to bring it 
near his face before settling down again. "Yes, it was the Headmaster. He made Snape vow never 
to reveal what happened that night. A magical vow, one with consequences. Remus would be taken 
away, killed maybe, I don't know. Sirius would have been expelled, put on trial." 


"Maybe he deserved to be on trial," Lily said and James flinched at that hard, uncaring voice. 
"Remus was innocent in all of it," James meekly protested. 


Lily's face shuttered, that anger and hate suddenly disappearing behind a mask of cool 
indifference. Just like Severus. How had he never realized how much they mirrored each other? 
Was he attracted to Severus because he reminded him of Lily, or had he only gone after Lily in the 
first place because she reminded him of Severus? "Not in all of it," Lily stated. "Remus was a part 
of the Marauders, he was a participant, if not in that particular prank." Lily stood up. "It's time to 
go. There's a few more things I have to do before we leave." 


James clutched his son closer to him. A few more minutes. He needed just a few minutes more. 
"Who's your Secret Keeper?" He asked. "It can't be Se-Snape. He's pregnant. You know that, 
right?" 


"Yes, I know. It isn't Sev." 
"Who is it? Sirius?" 


"No. Dumbledore thinks it best if as few people as possible know who it is," Lily said and James 
felt his heart shatter at the words, at knowing that he — as Harry's father — wasn't counted among 
the trusted. Lily held out her arms and James carefully placed Harry into them, keeping the boy's 
head steady so that he didn't wake. "It'll be alright, the war won't last forever," Lily whispered as 
she took Harry from him. His arms felt empty and cold and weightless without him. 


James vaguely realized he was rocking in place, his chair squeaking rhythmically while 
McGonagall ran a soothing hand over his back and Sirius and Dumbledore talked above his head. 
They were gone. Harry and Lily. Vanished. Had they been taken? Were they already dead? Last 
week Moody had received a package by owl. Inside was his cousin's severed head. Is that what 


awaited James? Would he go home, find a package on his table, open it to see— 
"Snivellus?" Sirius demanded. "She wanted Snivellus as her Secret Keeper?" 
"She may have taken Harry to Quentin House," Dumbeldore said. 


James shook his head, his throat felt dry but the words managed to slide past. "No. No, she wanted 
him, but changed her mind. He's pregnant." 


"Why would she just leave without telling the Order? We could have kept her safe! Doesn't she 
understand the risk she's placed herself and her son in?" McGonagall asked, her voice vacillating 
between confusion and anger. 


No, no, Lily wouldn't have willingly put Harry in danger like that. She would do anything to 
protect him. She would sacrifice herself if it meant keeping him safe; hell, James suspected that she 
would sacrifice the entire Wizarding World if it meant protecting Harry, let it implode, torn apart 
by a civil war— 


James thought back to his last conversation with her, at her strange line of questioning, how she 
seemed to know that it had been the Headmaster that kept Severus from speaking up. James had 
never really let himself think about how hard it must have been for him. Even James still had 
nightmares about it, how much worse had it been for Severus with no one to confide in? He'd been 
left to the wolves, sacrificed for— 


Sacrificed for Remus. Sacrificed for Sirius. Maybe even sacrificed for Albus Dumbledore himself, 
to keep the trustees from discovering that he had broken Ministry law to give Remus the education 
he deserved. Suddenly James could see Lily's thoughts, the trail she had wandered down to make 
her take flight. She didn't trust Dumbledore. Maybe she was right not to. 


James sucked in a breath, his shaking stilling. "I think I know where she is," he said. 


Everyone stopped to stare at him. "Where?" Dumbledore asked, looking so much like the wise, 
grandfatherly figure James wanted him to be. 


James looked up and met Dumbledore's eyes. The softness faded from his blue gaze the longer he 
stared into James's eyes, and not for the first ttme he wondered if Dumbledore was a Legilimens. "I 
think it would be better if I approached her. Alone," he said. His voice gave no room for argument, 
and he sat up, dislodging McGonagall's hand. "She might run again otherwise." 


Whatever Dumbledore saw in James's eyes made him nod his head in agreement. "I think you may 
be right," he said and his voice sounded a little weak, a little pained, but James could find no pity 
in his heart for the Headmaster and whatever demons he might be confronting. "Send word by 
Patronus if you need help." 


James didn't wait to listen to Sirius, only hearing a bitten-off, "Pron—!" before he apparated away. 
He appeared at the end of the street where Snape lived, and up ahead there was the outline of 
Quentin House. He wasn't sure if Lily was actually there, but if he had to guess if there was anyone 
in the world she would trust enough to tell her plans to it would be Severus. Looking at the house, 
James was suddenly struck with a feeling of... wrongness. Despite the pinpricks of light emanating 
from the old gas lamps, the house appeared shrouded in darkness. James started walking toward it 
when he felt, in the back of his head, one of his wards go off. Someone with the Dark Mark had 
just entered Quentin House. Malfoy again? 


And then the ward went off again and again and again. He could feel it baginging against his skull 


ten times, a dozen times, as he raced down the street. He reached into his extendable pocket and 
grabbed the Invisibility Cloak from its depths, throwing it over his shoulders just as he reached the 
marble stairs leading to the heavy walnut doors of Quentin House. Everything was quiet, muffled 
in that peculiar way of Silencing Charms so that not even insects could be heard. His feet that had 
been so loud a moment ago, bounding against the pavement, was silenced as he crossed the 
invisible threshold. 


The front door was already open, left cracked by the last Death Eater to have slipped inside. 
Hidden beneath the cloak, James walked in and all at once the sounds rushed over him, the sound 
of a man's screams beating against his ears. His heart seized, thinking it was Severus, but as he 
turned toward the parlor — pressing himself against the wall as two Death Eaters ran past him into 
the dining room, calling out, "Where are you children? Olly olly oxen free!" — he saw that it was 
Selwyn. Selwyn, lying on the rug, a Death Eater straddling his waist with their hand plunged wrist- 
deep inside his innards. "I hope mudblood cunt was worth it," the Death Eater cooed — Bellatrix, 
that voice belonged to Bellatrix, Sirius's cousin — and lifted what looked like snakes, slithering and 
jumping in her grasp, partially out of his torso, before plunging them back in. 


James had only been with the Aurors for a handful of months before he was fired, and since then 
he'd been mostly shielded from the horrors Sirius had seen. It took a moment to for his brain to 
catch up, to register what he was seeing. Those were Selwyn's intestines. James was seeing, he 
was... 


James felt himself grow lightheaded suddenly. The only dead bodies he had ever seen were his 
parents, and they had been carefully preserved for viewing. They had looked so peaceful resting in 
their coffins, almost alive, as if they were only sleeping. And Selwyn— Selwyn wasn't dead yet, he 
was still breathing— 


Bellatrix stood up and walked over to kneel beside Selwyn's head. Selwyn was growing quiet, his 
eyes stared up into nothing. "Something to remember you by," she whispered and pulled out a 
knife. James turned away when she started to carve the flesh from his face. 


James heard footsteps and saw Severus descending the staircase with even, measured steps, Simon 
clutched in his arms. He moved easily, as if this was any other evening, except for the wild, 
panicked look in his black eyes and the Death Eater's hand pressed against the small of his back. 
Severus drew close to James as he was led into the parlor, and he could hear Severus's teeth 
chattering as he passed. 


"So, you are Severus Selwyn? Lucius always spoke so highly of you." 


James had not noticed the figure seated in the chair before. The man who spoke was pale and 
bloodless, something not quite human, and James felt himself jump as he realized that this— this 
thing was Voldemort. "Do you know how much trouble you've caused?" 


Severus kept silent, his lips pressed so tightly together they were white. You-Know-Who 
continued, "Inciting rebellion among mudbloods and squibs, polluting Pureblood families with 
your inferior breeding, parading that squib step-daughter of yours around as if she was fit for polite 
society." The You-Know-Who gave a rueful sigh and braced his chin in his hand as he surveyed 
Severus. "Lucius asked me to spare you, though I don't see why I should. In fact, I think you would 
better serve as an example, you and your little bastard." 


"I'm pregnant," Severus pleaded, twisting his body as if he could shield Simon from You-Know- 
Who's red gaze. "The child is mostly Pureblood. Only a quarter Muggle." 


"Only a quarter Muggle, he says!" You-Know-Who laughed. "Even a drop spoils the rest. You're a 


mudblood, that child in your arms is a mudblood, the thing growing in your belly is a mudblood." 
You-Know-Who stood up in one smooth motion and lifted his wand. "But I can make it quick, for 
Lucius's sake." 


"Harry Potter!" Severus blurted out, and James felt himself freeze as if someone had dumped ice 
on him. "You're looking for him, aren't you? Because of a prophecy? Dumbledore intends to hide 
him and his mother. Lily Potter asked me to be her Secret Keeper. If you spare my children, I could 
be your spy. I could find out where they're going for you." 


She didn't ask you. She wouldn't have asked you, James thought, jolting suddenly when he realized 
Severus was lying. He doesn't know it, but he's buying you time. Use it, damn you! James crept 
fully into the parlor, moving carefully to keep from making any noise until he was standing directly 
behind the Death Eater that was holding onto Severus. 


One of the Death Eaters dropped the body of a mangled and bloody owl on the sofa. "We already 
know your plans, Severus," You-Know-Who said. "We've been watching this house. We know 
they're here. It's only a matter of time before they’ re found. I would have let you go, you know, as a 
favor for Lucius. Let you and your family spend the rest of your days in exile, but you thought you 
could take the Potter child from me." 


You-Know-Who pointed his wand, not at Severus’s head or chest but at his belly. “I do wonder,” 
he mused. “If the Killing Curse will kill both you and that child inside your womb instantly, or if it 
will suffer a slow death, trapped inside your rotting corpse.” 


Severus closed his eyes, turning away as if he could shield Simon from the Killing Curse. A bright 
red light erupted in the room and the Death Eater in front of James went down like a sack of bricks. 
Within a blink of an eye, James had a hold on Severus and was shoving him to the ground as a 
streak of green flew over their heads. It took a half-second, a quarter of a second, some small, 
infinitesimal unit of time for Severus to look at James, black meeting hazel, see him, understand, 
and dive out of the parlor, half-dragging Simon with him. James was turning around, meeting You- 
Know-Who head on, wand ready. He didn't even think to use the spells he had learned in his 
DADA classes, not Stupefy or Expelliarmus or any of the other Light spells. His mind was abuzz 
with adrenaline, filled with anger and hate, and he wanted the thing— the creature in front of him 
dead. The words exploded from his mouth without a second thought, "Avada Kedavra!" 


The ghostly, green light did not reach its target. It struck against something black that fell at 
James's feet. He looked down and saw it was the black hood of a Death Eater, the curling, dark 
hair spilling out from the floor. You-Know-Who stared down at the corpse of Bellatrix, and on his 
face there was an expression of amused indifference. 


"Confringo!" 


James ducked out of the way as Severus peeked back around the corner of the parlor and sent a 
spell at the ceiling above You-Know-Who's head. You-Know-Who ducked beneath his cloak as 
the ceiling collapsed in on him, sending a rain of wooden beams, bricks and mortar, and heavy, 
solid furniture on top of him. James could hear the bones of Quentin House groaning as it shook to 
its very foundation, the cries of Death Eaters as they apparated away from the trembling building. 


Severus reached out and grabbed and James's hand, tugging him along as they ran out of the front 

door. "Simon! Simon, stop! Come back!" Severus shrieked and James spotted the boy running up 

the street as fast as his little legs could take him. He had already reached the end and was about to 
turn the corner. The boy never slowed down, unable to hear his mother's calls, and James let go of 
Severus's hand to race ahead. He scooped the boy, who thrashed in his arms, punching and biting, 

but James could feel none of it, he was still vibrating with energy. "Where's Lily and Harry?" 


James demanded, turning around to face Severus. 


"Lily took Harry and Helena and they escaped by the roof. She can't apparate with Harry. Neither 
can I," Severus said, gasping a little as he caught up to them. Simon practically threw himself into 
Severus's arms, and Severus hugged him tightly to himself. They heard a crash as one of the walls 
in Quentin House collapsed. The entire left side of the building was sagging toward the ground, 
threatening to break off completely. Severus's Muggle neighbors had started poking their heads out 
from behind doors, drawn to the commotion. It would only be a matter of time before the police 
arrived. 


"He's not dead," Severus said, his face empty as he watched his home fall apart. "He's still out 
there. We have to find Lily and Helena and get out of here." 


Chapter 20 


Severus had never really learned to control his emotions. As a young child, he had a rather 
explosive temper, was prone to tears (until the Marauders gave him that horrible nickname), and 
generally acted in ways no decent child his age would have. Raising Simon, and now Helena, 
seeing how two healthy, happy, and secure children react to things despite their own issues 
(Simon's frustration with a world that didn't understand him, Helena's fears of being abandoned 
again), made it glaringly obvious that something was very wrong with Severus's home life. He 
didn't understand how the adults around him never picked up on the clues. Instead, they had 
blamed him, told him he was a bad child, a bad seed, that nothing good would ever come from 
him. Dark, malicious, evil. Was it because he didn't act like a perfect victim? Sweet and helpless 
and doe-eyed, waiting patiently for someone to rescue him? 


Severus never really learned how to control his emotions, but he did learn how to pack them away 
into little boxes and shove them deep down into some dusty corner of his brain where they would 
hopefully stay and not spill out into the light of day. He had perfected this system by the end of 
fifth year, after the incident at the lake, or else he never would have been able to keep going to 
class, surrounded by his classmates who whispered and laughed and jeered, with those feelings of 
deep shame and humiliation. His professors considered this a marked improvement in his behavior, 
and Slughorn even praised him for it his sixth year. 


"It's not that I have more control over my emotions," Severus had said. "It's just that I don't let 
myself acknowledge them, sir." 


Slughorn had chuckled. To think if Helena ever said something like that to Severus, he'd get the 
child to a mind healer. 


"It sounds like you would be a natural at Occlumency," Slughorn said. 
Occlumency. Why spend years learning Occlumency when trauma was just as effective? 


He did that now. Thoughts of Peri were banished to the dark recesses of his mind, his fears for 
Helena and Lily's safety ruthlessly suppressed, his anger — anger at himself, at the Death Eaters — 
was sharpened and turned outward, ready be channeled through some Dark curse that rested on the 
tip of his tongue. Potter had thrown an Invisibility Cloak over Severus and Simon-— an Invisibility 
Cloak! That bastard had an Invisibility Cloak this entire time! No wonder he had always managed 
to sneak up on me. Had Dumbledore been aware of Potter's misuse of it? Don't curse him, Severus 
growled to himself as he followed behind Potter. Don't curse him — yet — you still need him. They 
darted along the dark streets, picking their way toward Diagon Alley. They could get a broom 
there, steal one if needed, and search the rooftops for Lily and Helena and Harry. 


Severus continued to eye Potter, noting that he was shaking and mumbling, his wand flicking 
around as if he was trying to cast a spell. The would-be Auror had cracked. Great, just great, 
Severus stewed and shifted Simon in his arms. He couldn't deal with everything and a nutcase on 
top of it. Severus slunk forward until he was matching Potter's stride. He could hear him 
whispering, "Expecto Patronum... exPECto patroNUM..." Was he trying to cast a Patronus? 
Funny, Severus knew for a fact Potter was fully capable of it. He'd preened for weeks like some 
bespectacled peacock after he managed to conjure a stag their sixth year in DADA. 


Severus lifted the cloak just far enough so that his mouth and the tip of his nose could be seen. 
"Potter—" 


Potter nearly jumped out of his skin as he whirled to face him. In one quick movement he yanked 
the cloak back down over Severus's head and hissed, "Keep hidden and stay back, we're almost 
there." 


He marched forward, his head held high, and he might have convinced Severus that he was calm 
and in control if it wasn't for the shaking. They reached the Leaky Cauldron and Severus paused; 
his head cocked to one side as he sniffed. "Do you smell that?" He whispered as Potter moved 
behind the building, to the stone wall that separated Muggle London from Diagon Alley. "It smells 
like smoke." 


Potter didn't answer, but stepped back as the bricks began to shift. Light poured out from between 
the cracks that appeared in the wall, brighter than any of the gas street lamps that dotted Diagon 
Alley. Potter reached backward with his hand, accidentally knocking into Simon's shoulder, who 
swatted him back, before fixing onto the sleeve of Severus's robe and pushing at him until he stood 
directly behind Potter, shielded behind his broad shoulders, that strange light growing by the 
second. 


Severus stepped across the threshold and entered Diagon Alley. He could hear shouts now, 

screams of "Fire!" and the roar of a blaze. Above Potter's head he could see flames licking up 
toward the phantasmal skull that hovered in the sky. "Severus," James whispered and Severus 
shouldered past that protective hand to stare fully at the scene in front of him. His shop was raging 
inferno. Black plumes of smoke billowed up from the collapsed roof even as dozens of wizards and 
witches ran around, casting streams of Aguamenti in a desperate attempt to put it out before it could 
reach the other buildings. Peri was gone, his home and his shop. All of it destroyed, wrenched 

from his fingertips by the very people he had once hoped to be a part of. Severus took a deep 
breath, stamped his emotions down, and lifted his chin. This wasn't going to break him. He'll live 
long enough to spit on their graves, he promised himself that. 


"Are you still here with me?" Potter asked, his voice sounding small and weak. 
"Yes, Potter, I'm still here." 


He was silent for a few seconds, and then, in a voice aching with relief, he said, "Look. Lily's 
Patronus." 


Severus saw pale flames dancing behind the transparent flank of a silver doe. It flicked its ears 
toward Severus, as if it could somehow see him, and Lily's voice whispered out, "Follow." 


They skirted around the edge of the fire, dodging between slack-jawed onlookers who paid no 
notice to James and were completely oblivious to Severus and Simon beneath the cloak. They 
followed the silvery form of Lily's Patronus to a small alley behind Quality Quidditch Supplies. 
Lily must have had the same idea they had, because she was already holding onto two broomsticks. 
Harry was lying in a makeshift sling Lily had created using a torn cloak, his face screwed up and 
mouth wide-open in a Silenced cry. Severus spotted Helena tucked into Lily's side and he ripped 
off Potter's Invisibility Cloak at the sight of her and rushed forward. 


Lily jumped at his sudden appearance, before spotting Potter. "James?" 


Potter was already reaching for Harry, to reassure himself that his son was unharmed, while Helena 
grasped at the folds of Severus's robes. "Did you see Dad?" She demanded. "Is he okay?" 


"We got separated," Severus lied. "But he said to go on without him and he'll catch up. We can 
send a message to meet us when we get somewhere safe." 


Potter shot him a look over Helena's head, but Severus ignored him. He needed to keep her calm. 
They will have an entire lifetime to mourn Pericles, but first he needed to make sure she survived 
long enough fo mourn. 


Lily looked between James and Severus, her lips red and bloodied from biting them, and said, 
"We'll head to Dover. We can cross the Channel by broom from there in the morning." 


There was some awkward adjustment as they tried to figure out how to support six people across 
two broomsticks that, while capable of carrying two riders, really weren't designed for it. Potter 
was the heaviest out of the three of them. Severus wasn't much heavier than Lily, despite being so 
much taller than her. He was prone to bad habits, had grown up thinking his body's needs were 
unimportant. He had been doing better since his marriage to Peri. Peri always insisted on having 
dinner as a family, and treating Severus to lunch, and with the new baby— 


Severus cut off that line of thought. He couldn't think about any of that right now. He'll think of it 
later. 


Lily passed Harry off to Potter, kissing the boy's forehead as Potter adjusted the sling. Helena 
clamoured onto the broom behind Potter, feeling shy about wrapping her arms around a stranger's 
torso. Lily took control of the other broom; she was better at flying than Severus. Besides, he was 
stronger than her, better able to hold on to a toddler mid-flight than she would be. Severus slid onto 
the broom behind Lily, further back than Helena was behind Potter. He placed Simon between 
himself and Lily, one hand in a death grip around the boy's torso, the other gripping the handle. 
The three of them together probably weighed only a little more than Potter and Helena, but they 
were terribly unbalanced, and Lily was, while better than Severus, still a mediocre flyer. "Go ahead 
of me," Potter said. "I can charm you in case you start to fall." 


The flight was slow and cumbersome. What was meant to be a four-hour flight by broom turned 
into five. It would have been quicker to drive. We should have stolen a car, Severus thought to 
himself as they finally started their descent. Could Lily drive? Had her father taught her? Severus 
couldn't; thought the whole thing was stupid once he had gotten his apparition license. He vaguely 
realized that these silly, meaningless musings was his brain's way of holding off the oncoming 
darkness. The boxes that neatly held back his crashing emotions were near to bursting. 


They landed, found the nearest hotel, and obliviated the front desk manager. They broke into the 
first empty room they found and barricaded themselves inside. "Can we send a message to Dad 
now?" Helena asked, shifting her gaze from Severus to Lily to Potter. "I want him to know we're 
okay." 


Severus swallowed and stood facing Helena like a man to be executed. Lily took a half-step 
forward but Severus minutely shook his head. "Come on, James, let's put some wards down on the 
balcony," she said, taking Simon with her. 


Helena watched this strange exchange, her breath coming faster, shallower, seconds away from 
hyperventilating. She knew, she already knew, she just didn't want to face it. "Helena," Severus 
said, and she broke. 


"You said he was fine! That he got separated!" She shrieked, her voice cracking as tears poured 
down her face. 


"I know. We had to get out—" 


"You lied! You lied to me! He's dead, oh God, he's dead!" Helena collapsed on the carpet, crying 
hard enough that Severus was worried she might end up vomiting. He didn't know what to do. He 


floundered a little, glancing out the sliding glass door to see Lily and Potter, the former holding 
onto Simon, the latter cradling Harry, arguing fiercely. There would be no rescue from that quarter. 
Severus jerked, took an aborted step forward, before taking the plunge and knelt beside the girl. He 
gingerly rested his hand against her back, and she crawled forward, heaving for breath, to rest 
against his chest. Not knowing what else to do, he brought his other arm around her in a hug, 
feeling horribly stiff and inadequate, but Helena didn’t seem to notice. She buried her face into his 
robes and he could just make out her voice, whispering hoarsely, “Please, don’t send me away, 
don’t leave me, please, please...” 


“T won’t,” Severus murmured. “I’m here. I won’t leave you.” 


There was a single queen-sized bed in the room. The hotel was rather more upscale, not that any of 
them had paid much attention when they landed, and Potter offered to bunk down on the 
admittedly plush carpet. Helena had cried herself to sleep and Severus had deposited her on one 
side of the bed, and Lily had suggested Severus take the other side with Simon; Helena might wake 
up and she would want Severus close. “Besides,” Lily said. “You’re the one knocked up. I can 
sleep on the floor with James.” 


“And you just had a baby five months ago. Why not lie down horizontally? Then we can all of us — 
minus Potter — fit. You’re short enough.” 


“You always have to bring up my height. You’re so mean.” 
“T’m not mean. It’s a fact. You’re short. Tuney stole all the tall genes in your family.” 


It was an old song-and-dance, from the early days of their friendship, the teasing coming easily 
because anything else right now was hard and scary. Clinging to the gentleness of a childhood long 
gone to hide from the harsh realities of the present. Potter spread himself across the floor with an 
extra pillow and a blanket. Helena was curled up one side of the bed, Severus on the other with 
Simon in his lap, and Lily at the foot, lying horizontally, one hand hanging off to rest against 
Harry’s stomach where he lay in the desk-transfigured-cradle. 


It was only a few hours before dawn by the time they all settled, and each person dropped off to 
sleep quickly. Except Severus. He had always prided himself on his ability to fall asleep whenever 
and wherever he needed to. It had been such a useful tool, to stave off pain or hunger or 
humiliation. Now, though, Severus couldn’t allow himself to relax long enough to even attempt 
sleep. If he relaxed, he would start thinking about Peri, and then— 


He wasn’t going to think about that. There was too much to do. 


Severus leaned against the headboard, absently stroking Simon’s hair while the boy rested his head 
against his stomach, and watched through the sliding glass door as the sun came up. He made lists 
in his head. Things they needed. Places they could go. He might not have Quentin House or his 
shop, but he still had his money. The Death Eaters couldn’t touch Gringotts. 


Severus was pulled from his thoughts when Potter thrashed in his sleep, kicking out beneath the 
blanket. He jerked upward, his hazel eyes wild as he looked all around him, breathing heavily. 
Slowly, he calmed down, taking in where he was, who he was with. “How long was I asleep?” 
Potter whispered. 


“Barely more than an hour,” Severus replied. 


Potter nodded and scrubbed at his face. He was shaking again. 


“What were you and Lily arguing about? Before, on the balcony?” Severus asked, as much as a 
distraction for Potter as it was to sate his own curiosity. 


Potter glanced at Lily and the kids, still sleeping peacefully. He then jerked his head to the 
balcony. “Tl tell you outside.” 


Severus nodded and gently removed Simon’s head from his stomach before following Potter 
through the sliding glass door. Potter collapsed on one of the balcony chairs and rubbed at his eyes. 
Severus took the second chair and faced Potter, waiting. 


“Lily was worried I would send a Patronus to the Order telling them where we were,” he blurted 
out. 


“Well, you are one of Dumbledore’s little toy soldiers,” Severus pointed out. 


Potter shook his head. “Not really. Not since I was fired from the Auror Department. I was an 
Order member in name only. I’m just a civilian.” Potter leaned his head back against the chair. 
“And, anyway, I couldn’t even if I wanted to. I can’t cast a Patronus.” 


“Potter, what are you on about? I’ve seen you do it.” 


“T tried when we were running toward Diagon Alley. I couldn’t even produce so much as a wisp.” 
Potter’s face crumbled and Severus was worried he was about to cry. He couldn’t handle it right 
now, not after Helena; if Potter started crying, Severus was going to get up and march right back 
inside. “It’s because ’m a Dark wizard,” Potter hoarsely whispered, as broken as a penitent in a 
confessional. 


Oh no. No, no. Severus was not going to deal with Potter’s self-flagellation. “Potter, don’t be an 
idiot. You’re not a Dark wizard just because you can’t produce a Patronus. There are a multitude of 
reasons why you might not be able to cast that particular spell right now, not least of which is that 
your magical reserves are probably too drained.” 


“They told me I was good, that I was meant to be a hero.” Potter’s voice hitched on the word good. 
“But ’'m not. ’m not, am I? You know, you know better than most I’m not a good person. ’m 
sorry. I’m so sorry, for all of it. You didn’t deserve it.” 


Severus was too emotionally drained to feel one way or the other about Potter’s apology. Any 
other day, he might have felt vindicated, he might have crushed what little was left of Potter’s self- 
esteem beneath his boot, he might have laughed and walked away, withholding any hope of 
forgiveness over Potter’s head. But Severus was tired. He was exhausted, and he couldn’t sleep, he 
couldn’t relax, he couldn’t let himself think. He just stared blankly at this strange man sitting 
across from him, who looked so much like his old childhood bully, except his robes were a little 
worn and he’d lost some of that shine. The muscles he had developed from playing Quidditch had 
gone a little soft over the past couple of years, and he’d stopped using so many potions to hide 
away the imperfections of his face. He was no longer the Heir of House Potter, nothing left to 
inherit, so why keep up the pretense? He was a man, just a man like any other. 


“You were able to cast a Patronus as far back as sixth year, and you were just as much of a shithead 
then as you are now,” Severus pointed out. “So it probably doesn’t have anything to do with 
whether you are Dark or Light. Besides, I thought if a Dark wizard attempted to cast a Patronus, 
maggots would shoot out of his wand and devour him. Isn’t that how the story goes? Well, you 
tried and no maggots, so there you go.” 


Potter shook his head, not listening. “I killed Bellatrix,” he said and pitched forward, bracing his 


elbows against his knees and burying his head in his hands. “I used the Killing Curse. An 
Unforgivable. The Darkest of Dark magic and it came so easily to me at that moment. You know, I 
wanted to be an Auror because I wanted the glory. I wanted everyone to cheer my name again, like 
they used to. But there was nothing glorious about what happened, it was—” 


He sucked in a shuddering breath. “I keep thinking about how it was when I was a kid, before all of 
this with You-Know-Who, before it got so bad between my family and the Blacks. Sirius and I 
grew up together. All the old Pureblood families know each other, we’re all related in some way.” 
Potter huffed out a laugh, lost somewhere in his memories. “There was one time, Sirius and I had to 
have been six or seven, and there was a ball at Grimmauld Place. I had been banished to the 
nursery with the other children, including the Black Sisters and Lucius Malfoy. It was decided, I 
can’t remember who, that we would all put on a play in an effort to keep the younger kids 
entertained. It was full of sentimental trite, star-crossed lovers, a dragon fight, you know. Kid’s 
stuff. Malfoy and Bellatrix were chosen to play the young couple. Bellatrix... Bellatrix was 
amazing. She had real talent as an actress. We all cried during her death scene. And the thing is, 
she loved it, she really enjoyed herself. It’s a shame she could never actually become an actress. It 
wasn’t fit, wasn’t proper, she was a Pureblood girl and Pureblood girls don’t make a spectacle of 
themselves on the stage, but if she could—’ James shook his head. “At the time, Malfoy was 
arranged to marry Andromeda, and it was pretty much an open secret that Narcissa had the biggest 
crush on him, but Malfoy saw her only as his fiancée’s kid sister. Bellatrix had played her part a 
little too well. Malfoy was convinced she was in love with him too, and he strutted around thinking 
he had managed to get all three Black sisters to fall in love him at, what? How old was he? 
Thirteen? Sirius told me all about how Lucius tried to kiss Bellatrix once they got back to 
Hogwarts, how Bellatrix nearly fell from the Quidditch stands because she was laughing so hard.” 
Potter scrubbed his face, the shadows returning, making him appear almost skeletal. “I don’t 
understand. I don’t understand how Bellatrix, how any person, could be so... normal, sometimes, 
and still... still do something /ike that.” 


Like that. Like flay a man’s face from his skull. Severus closed his eyes as Peri’s face flashed 
before his eyes. Not the handsome, smiling face he wanted to remember, but the carved, terrified 
visage Bellatrix had left him with. He didn’t want that image to be the thing that always came to 
mind when he thought of Peri. He didn’t want to think of Peri at all. He couldn’t. 


He felt a hand, large and warm and calloused, clasp his wrist. Severus was clutching at his robes, 
his nails digging into his thighs. When had he closed his eyes? Why had his breathing become so 
shallow? Severus tried to regulate his breathing, tried to push everything back down into the 
darkness, but Potter was there, and distracting and— 


“If you need to cry then cry,” Potter said. 
Severus shook his head, still not opening his eyes. “Can’t.” 
“T won’t make fun of you, God, please, let go. It’s alright. You can let go.” 


Severus shook his head, unable to speak, his throat closing up. Tears were already beginning to 
spill out from the corner of his eyes. Thoughts of Peri rushed over him, and he couldn’t hold back 
the flood. 


“T’m here. I won’t leave you.” 


He couldn’t hold on any longer. Severus let go. 


Chapter 21 


Severus woke up slowly, his eyes opening only a sliver to reveal Helena curled up next to him, her 
face inches from his, and still fast asleep. The room was bright, the sun was now starting to reach 
its apex and descend into the afternoon hours. Something kicked him in his back, something small 
and foot-shaped, and Severus turned his head to look over his shoulder at Simon who had 
somehow taken up far too much space than his tiny body should conceivably allow. Severus was 
fairly certain he had gone to bed alone last night. 


There was an obnoxious number of birds singing just outside his bedroom window and Julius-or- 
Rachel was currently pressing into his bladder. He couldn't put it off any longer. He had to get up. 
Severus managed to wiggle himself free, keeping one hand braced against his stomach. They had 
finally settled in a farmhouse in Germany, not far from a town called Dinkelsbihl— Severus, Lily, 
James, and children all. It was less awkward than expected; grief and mortal peril had a way of 
forcing bonds between people. 


Severus made his way downstairs to find James in the kitchen, spooning something green and 
mushy into Harry's mouth from where he was perched in his highchair. The man looked up at 
Severus as he slowly descended the stairs and shot him a smile— a genuine smile, like he was 
happy to see him, not the mocking grin Severus was used to. He still wasn't sure what to make of 
this new James Potter. Or maybe he wasn't new at all, maybe this was what James Potter had 
always been once stripped of everything that made Potter Potter. A tabula rasa. 


"Potter," Severus mumbled out a greeting and eased into a chair at the table. 


"One of these days, I'm going to get you to say my first name," James promised. Or maybe 
threatened. 


"Never." Severus winced as Julius-or-Rachel moved, shifting ever downward in preparation for 
their birth. Simon hadn't been nearly this active at this stage in his pregnancy, nor had Severus ever 
gotten this big with him. It was damned uncomfortable, and he couldn't wait for the brat to finally 
exit so he could be done with the whole thing. This is the last time, he swore to himself. Never 
again. 


James watched Severus rub his stomach with rapt fascination, his eyes fixed on the movement of 
his hand. "Can I-" James started, his hand lifting up, before cutting himself off and bringing it back 
down to rest in his lap. 


Severus bit his lip, eyeing the man sitting next to him. Simon loved hugging his swollen baby, 
loved to feel the kicks and punches, following the movement with his hands. So did Helena; 
Severus thought it might be something of the Pureblood in her, that need for blood ties, to 
permanently connect herself to Severus in ways that cannot be denied. Even Lily had gotten to feel 
the baby a few times, though she was more mindful of his boundaries than the children, no doubt 
remembering back to when they were kids and how Severus had both craved touch and feared it in 
turns. James, though, never even asked. But James looked, he watched, and every time Severus 
caught him looking it sent a shiver up his spine. 


Severus swallowed and decided to take the plunge. "Do you want to feel?" 


James didn't have to be asked twice. He reached over, gingerly placing his palm against his 
stomach, and Severus had to take his wrist and guide him to where Julius-or-Rachel was kicking. 
James seemed to melt at the sensation, his face growing dopey. "I love kids. I used to want eight." 


Severus was horrified. "No wonder Lily divorced you." 


Julius-or-Rachel kicked out, directly beneath James's palm. It felt like a mule striking against 
Severus's ribs. "She's strong," James breathed. 


"It could be a boy," Severus pointed out. 

James shook his head. "No. She's a girl. Wanna place bets?" 

"And with what money? You don't have a job." 

"Because somebody fired me—" 

"You were stalking me-!" 

"For your own safety. Besides, I was your best salesman, and you know it." 


"Well, well, well—" Lily's voice rang out as the kitchen door opened. Severus and James broke off 
their bickering and turned to look at her. She was holding a bag of groceries in one arm and there 
was a newspaper tucked under the other. What stood out was the expression on her face. She was 
sporting a sly, devilish smirk, like the cat who had just gotten the canary. "What do we have here?" 


James's hand was still cupping his stomach. Severus shifted and James removed his hand. He 
could feel his face beginning to heat, unable to meet Lily's dancing green eyes, and it was only 
because of Harry that the tension finally dissipated. He smacked his hand against his highchair and 
grunted his displeasure. "Yes, yes, you're a bottomless pit," James said and lifted the spoon to 
Harry's mouth. 


"You went shopping?” Severus asked Lily, still not quite looking at her face. 


She set the newspaper down on the table and started putting away the groceries. A lot of formula, 
diapers for a newborn, and... party hats. Balloons. A cake. "I had to get some things for the 
birthday boy,” she said in a sing-song voice as she swooped down to plant a kiss on Harry, who 
giggled and squirmed away. “You don’t even know, do you?” She cooed. “Harry James Potter, you 
are officially one years old as of today.” 


Severus glared the party hats, his expression mutinous. “I am not putting that on.” 


“Yes, you are,” Lily said. “Don’t make me force you. You can’t run from me, Severus Selwyn. 
Waddle maybe, but not run. Oh—” She lifted the formula and diapers for him to see. “I also got a 
few things for Julius. You're going to pop any day now." 


"Rachel," James corrected. 


"Potter is convinced it's a girl," Severus explained at Lily's bemused look. "How was it in town? 
Any... trouble?" 


"All quiet on the Western front. The Muggles in town are pretty convinced that I'm a bigamist and 
you two are, like, my harem." Lily laughed. "I'm not going to lie, it's kind of an ego boost." 


Helena came down the stairs, half-carrying Simon. "Is there breakfast?" She asked between yawns. 
"It is well past breakfast, we're on lunch now," Severus said, his voice full of parental disapproval. 


James arched his brow. " You only woke up ten minutes ago." 


Severus threw him an icy glare, which James blithely ignored. 


"Want to go hiking after you eat?" James asked Helena, who nodded enthusiastically as she sat 
down at the table. Helena had found a kindred spirit in James Potter. The two of them had both 
grown up on sprawling, country estates doing whatever it was rich Purebloods do in their free time. 
Fox hunting. Lawn tennis. Dress-up. No, that's not what it's called. Dressage? Horse ballet, 
Severus thought to himself as Lily fixed lunch. 


"Want to come along?" James asked Lily, who made a face at the suggestion. 
"I prefer pavement under my feet, thank you," she said. 


James heaved a dramatic sigh. "You two, I swear. You should give the country life a chance. You 
might like it." 


Lily and Severus sent him twin scowls. "Do you want to know what I miss?" Severus asked Lily. 
"The way the sun looked through the thick haze of smog back in Cokeworth." 


She looked dreamily back at him. "And the fields of brown, dead grass? Stunning." 
"You're two are only saying that because you know it hurts my soul," James said petulantly. 


Helena was flipping through the newspaper, Die Kristallkugel, and only understanding about a 
quarter of it. Before her expulsion from House Selwyn, she had received an education typical of her 
kind. Skilled in dance, piano, drawing, and embroidery, tutored in reading and arithmetic, and 
fluent in French and Latin. But she had also learned basic vocabulary in Greek and German, which 
was less common among the old Pureblood families but had proven especially useful these past 
few months. She skimmed the international section, looking for any news from home. Her brow 
furrowed when she spotted the words dunkler magier and kleinkind, but before she could read any 
further her attention was pulled away when her stepfather let out a pained grunt. 


"Stull kicking?" James asked. 


Severus gave a shrug and took up the pot of tea Lily had just placed on the table. "Felt more like a 
contraction," he mumbled into his cup, without looking up. 


“A contraction? Are you sure? Is this the first one you’ ve felt?” Lily demanded, at the same time 
James said, “Our kids are going to share a birthday!” 


“Absolutely not!” Severus insisted, setting his cup down. “My child is not going to share a birthday 
with Potter’s spawn. I will just... hold it in until tomorrow.” 


Rachel Selwyn was born two minutes after the clock struck midnight, officially marking her 
birthday as August 1. Severus, too exhausted to hold her any longer, passed her first to Lily, and 
then to James. He watched James with eyes half-closed as the other man rubbed a thumb gently 
across her toes as if mesmerized by how small they were. “You know,” James said as he looked 
down at the sleeping baby. “Rachel was very close to being a prophecy child too. You defied You- 
Know-Who three times, he said it himself: inciting rebellion, marrying Selwyn, bringing Helena 
back into the Wizarding World. If You-Know-Who hadn’t attacked when he did, if Rachel was 
born two minutes earlier...” 


“Don’t put any of that on my child,” Severus said, finally losing the battle and closing his eyes. 
“Prophecy. I won’t have anything to do with prophecies.” 


Helena forgot all about the newspaper, until she spotted it again two days later folded up on a side 


table. She read the article, read again, and then got her German dictionary to make sure she was 
understanding it correctly. She was. The war was over. You-Know-Who had disappeared, 
somehow defeated by an infant named Neville Longbottom, an orphan now, his parents murdered 
during the brutal attack. It was over. They could go home. 


They all went their separate ways upon arriving in London. It was harder than Severus anticipated. 
Living in such close quarters, forced to rely on Lily and James, coping with what happened... he 
felt at loose ends, lost and adrift. 


He’d gone back to Quentin House. The shop had been reduced to rubble and the lot stood empty 
and vacant, but Quentin House was still salvageable. The Muggles had condemned the building; 
one side had collapsed in on itself and looters had run rampant, making off with anything they 
could carry (wouldn't they be surprised, when they went to pour tea with Mr Quentin’s teapot only 
to discover that it bites), but magic could repair what was broken and things could be replaced. The 
hardest part was going to the Ministry and requesting Peri’s remains be exhumed. Without Severus 
there, they had buried him in a pauper’s grave. It was time he was buried properly. The old 
Wizarding cemetery in London had two sections: the side reserved for Purebloods, and the side 
that housed everyone else. The Selwyn family refused to allow Pericles to be interred in the family 
crypt, which meant he was cast out with the mudbloods. Peri would probably prefer that. This 
section would be the side where Severus would eventually be laid to rest, and Helena, and Simon, 
and Rachel. The Quentins were here too, a little further up. Severus looked around. There were too 
many graves on this side, too many tombstones looking new and clean and sparkling in the 
sunlight. 


Helena bent down and placed a small bouquet of violets on her father’s grave. She stood back up 
and leaned into her stepfather's side. Severus automatically brought a hand around her shoulder, 
holding her close. Are we... are we... Simon started to sign, pausing for a moment to think. At 
almost three years old, he was catching on quickly. Going to see Grandpa? He finished. 


Yes, let’s go see Grandpa, Severus signed back to him. 


Simon grabbed Helena by the hand and started to pull her along, up the path where he began to 
point out each of their graves, signing to her who they were. Grandpa. Grandma. Father. 


Severus followed behind, pushing the pram that held Rachel. He could see in the distance the 
figure of a man strolling down the path towards him. He would recognize that form anywhere. 
Severus slowed down and waited for James to approach. Once he came to stand beside him, 
Severus started walking again and James fell into step, matching his pace. They didn’t say 
anything for several long minutes. 


“Marlene McKinnon is buried over there with her family,” James said, pointing toward a clump of 
trees near the fence. “Lily just found out a couple of days ago. She’s devastated, as you can 
imagine. She and Marlene and Mary were always together at Hogwarts.” 


“T was told Evan Rosier was dumped in an unmarked grave just outside the cemetery at a 
crossroads. They dug a trench and threw him in with at least twelve other Death Eaters.” Severus 
shook his head with a sigh. They had somehow managed to gain an easy back-and-forth while 
hiding in Germany, but here, in this place, their conversation was awkward and stilted. Severus 
found he missed what they used to have; nothing was quite real in Germany. The horrors of war 
couldn't touch them, lifelong enemies could live side-by-side. Now they had been thrust back into 
the real world, reminders of the past crowding in all around them. 


“Sirius accused me of being a coward, you know,” James tugged at his robes, as if he was cold 


underneath the blazing August sun. “He’s not speaking to me right now.” 


“Sirius Black is and always has been an idiot. He doesn’t have children. He can throw away his 
own life as he pleases but asking a father to throw away his son’s is beyond the pale. You and Lily 
didn’t bring Harry into this world only to raise him as a pig for slaughter.” 


“He blamed you for my leaving. Said you poisoned me with your wily Death Eater ways. Of 
course, he was drunk out of his mind at the time—” 


“You weren’t completely wrong you know, back when we were in school,” Severus interrupted, 
looking away to watch Helena and Simon. “I very nearly did become a Death Eater, but then I got 
pregnant with a Muggleborn’s child. That was the only thing that stopped me.” 


James said nothing and Severus refused to look at him. 
The seconds ticked by, and Severus heard a hoarse, whispery, “Why?” 
“Because Lucius asked me to,” Severus answered. 


“That’s it?” James asked, and here it was: that Potter anger. But there was no brandishing of 
wands, no threats of violence, no mocking laughter. Just anger. Anger at everything. At Severus, at 
himself, at the stupid loss of life for nothing. “You were going to throw your life away because 
Malfoy asked you to?” 


“Tt wasn’t much of life to begin with. Lucius was my brother. My father. He was the only person in 
the world who cared about me after Lily left. I just wanted a family, and I was willing to pay any 
price to get one.” And now here he was, a widower with three children. “Lucius and Narcissa— 
they loved me and respected me despite my blood status. Just think of the mental gymnastics they 
must have twisted themselves into so they could justify that love to themselves.” Severus 
shrugged. “Then again I was about to join the Death Eaters after developing romantic crushes on 
not one, but two Muggleborns and despite being a half-blood myself, so I don’t know who’s the 
bigger fool out of the three of us.” 


The anger had slowly dissipated from James’s form the longer Severus talked. There wasn’t any 
point to it anymore, the war was over, Severus had never taken the Dark Mark, it was all a moot 
point. Besides whom else did James have in his life right now? If Severus could put aside all the 
things James has done to him for necessity’s sake, then James could too. “Cognitive dissonance,” 
James said with a little sigh. 


“What?” 


“Cognitive dissonance. It’s a Muggle term. I learned it when I was training to be an Auror. One of 
my instructors was a Muggleborn. He wanted us to understand how Death Eaters operated and why 
people joined. Cognitive dissonance is what happens when we receive contradictory information, 
and how it causes us mental stress. We’ll try to do everything in our power to make the information 
fit together until it’s consistent. Like, for example, it’s wrong to hex innocent people and I just 
hexed an innocent Slytherin for no reason. Well, clearly, the Slytherin wasn’t innocent, he was 
really doing something secretly nefarious, all Slytherins are Dark anyway, he’s always reading 
about the Dark Arts, and on and on.” James laughed a little. “It’s so funny, because Sirius and I 
thought the Death Eaters must be complete idiots to fall for a psychopath like You-Know-Who. 
Well, joke’s on me, right? Now I don’t even know what’s right or wrong anymore, I just don’t 
want to hurt anyone again.” 


“And you think I know anymore than you?” Severus asked. “We just have to keep moving 


forward, James.” 


Severus narrowed his eyes suspiciously when he saw James break into a smile. “You just used my 
first name.” 


“No, I didn’t,” Severus insisted, feeling a blush creep up his neck. 
“Yes, you did. You called me James.” 
“Took one too many bludgers to the head, Potter? You’re clearly a nutcase.” 


“You can’t pretend it didn’t happen, Severus!” He clasped his hand over his heart. “And here I was 
worried you might call me Potter in front of the priest on our wedding day.” 


Severus boggled at the man in front of him. “You really are crazy. I have half-a-mind to drag you 
to St. Mungo’s. The stress of the war has clearly gotten to you...” 


Chapter 22 


Chapter Notes 


A little headcanon of mine: the only reason why Malfoy's excuse of being under the 
Imperius was accepted is because Dumbledore pulled some strings. Severus needed to 
maintain his connections to the Pureblood elite to be useful as a spy, and Malfoy (who 
"always spoke most highly" of Severus according to Umbridge) would be Severus's 
best point of contact. Dumbledore couldn't use Malfoy if he was in Azkaban. But, this 
is just a headcanon :) 


Also I'd like to thank Quaxco for giving me the idea of using brutalism, the angriest of 
all architectural styles, in this fic. 


Lucius Malfoy sat in a holding cell deep within the bowels of the Ministry. He thought his claims 
of being under the Imperius had swayed a few members of the Wizengamot, and his money might 
be able to swing a few more in his favor. But there was a heavy weight growing within the pit of 
his stomach. Surely they must have reached a decision by now. Any moment an Auror would come 
down and tell him he was free to go. He was Lucius Malfoy, the wealthiest wizard in the United 
Kingdom. They would not send him to Azkaban, would they? 


He heard footsteps echoing through the cavern-like prison and after a few seconds a pair of shiny 
boots appeared on the stairwell, followed by a cloak, a pair of shoulders, and finally a head. It was 
the Auror, the very same one that had brought him to his trial. The mudblood had all but spat in his 
face on the way to the chamber, but now he looked at Malfoy speculatively. 


"You're free to go," he said, opening the door to the cell and standing aside. 


The ball inside him broke, freeing Lucius from the poisonous fear it had contained. His body 
sagged, his muscles aching from the tension that held them rigid for hours. It took him a second to 
climb to his feet and as he shuffled out of the cell the Auror said, "The Wizengamot was going to 
condemn you, you know. The only reason you're not being shipped off to Azkaban right now is 
because of a last-minute testimony.” 


"Whose?" 
"Severus Selwyn's." 


The Auror handed him back his wand and cloak and led him out of the Ministry where Lucius 
spotted Severus standing by the entrance, dressed in mourning robes that looked very similar to his 
regular clothes: all black and rather plain. A rush of affection ran through Lucius at the sight of his 
old friend— this was loyalty, this was kindness, and of all the people Lucius claimed as friend 
Severus Snape was the only one who actually knew the meaning of the word. 


Lucius rushed forward and clasped Severus's arms, and though he allowed it the dark-haired man 
did not return the gesture. "Lucius," he said. "You look terrible." 


Lucius cracked a grin that might have been a touch too euphoric. "Still as tactful as ever. Tell me, 
what did you say to the Wizengamot?" 


"Only the truth. That you had always protected me, always helped me, that my blood had never 
really mattered to you. I suppose having someone like me — a half-blood with a dead husband 
murdered by the Dark Lord himself — coming to your defense must have made them rethink the 
kind of man you are." Severus shot him a sly look. "Of course, if you want to keep your new 
reputation as a friend to mudbloods and your delicate blond head out of Azkaban, you'll have to act 
the part. You make nice with your Muggleborn colleagues at the Ministry. Invite them over to 
Malfoy Manor once in a while." 


"Ugh, you can't be serious," Lucius grumbled as they stepped out of the Ministry and headed 
toward Diagon Alley. 


"I am very serious. The war is over, Lucius. I won't have you throw away my hard work for the 
sake of a lost cause." 


Lucius grumbled for a few minutes more, but quickly perked up. "I've missed you, you know," he 
said. "No one can quite manage your particular brand of sarcasm. You should come by the Manor, 
have dinner with Narcissa and I tonight. She misses you too. And Draco has gotten so big—!" 


"Lucius," Severus interrupted. "I have a newborn at home." 

"Bring the child along!" 

Severus scowled and looked away. Lucius felt his heart drop. "We are still friends, aren't we?" 
"You've done so much for me. You pleaded with the Dark Lord to spare me." 

"That doesn't answer my question." 


Severus sighed. "I think it would be best if we kept our distance. I'll always think fondly of you." 
And then, a little lower, mumbled under his breath, Severus said, "We all have our pet 
Purebloods." 


Lucius's gaze darkened. "Yes, I suppose that's true. You've amassed quite the collection." 
"What is that supposed to mean?" 
"I've heard the rumors. First Selwyn, now Potter..." 


"James and I are not together. Lucius, I'm in mourning," he added pointedly, as if to say, and I have 
your friends to thank for that. 


"Oh, so it's James now?" Lucius sneered. "What happened to Arrogant Toerag ?" 


"He's changed. So have I." They stopped in front of the entrance to Diagon Alley. "Goodbye, 
Lucius." 


Lucius swallowed. This was it then. "Goodbye, Severus." 


Severus went through the portal and Lucius apparated home. 


Severus walked through the traffic to the site of where his new shop was being built. The sign was 
being fixed to the front, the name Snape's Apothecary emblazoned across it. James was already 
there, holding on to Simon's hand as he stared up at the construction with confused disgust. 
"Somehow, you made it even uglier than the last one," he said without looking at Severus as he 
came to stand beside him. "It's just one big cement block. It... it somehow looks angry. Like it'll 


eat me if I step inside it. What do you call this style again?" 
"Brutalism!" Severus smiled brightly. 

James rolled his eyes. "Brutalism. Of course it's called brutalism." 
"It's also fireproof." 

"Oh, I can believe that. There's nothing natural about it..." 


A familiar voice reached Severus's ears and he felt himself pulled from his squabbling to look 
across the street. His eyes immediately fell on a figure he had not seen since he graduated from 
Hogwarts. David had changed little in the intervening years, except his once bright blue eyes were 
now dulled and darkened with black circles and his skin had a tinge of jaundice that resembled 
Tobias's after a binge. 


"I don't see why we had to come back anyway," a woman hanging on his arm petulantly cried. "We 
were doing just fine in the States." 


"Melitta, we were barely scraping by. Besides, the war is over. There's nothing left to fear." 


Severus turned away from him and took hold of Simon's other hand. "I can't believe I'm going to 
work in the ugliest building in Diagon Alley. No, wait! All of England!" James moaned. 


Severus barked out a laugh. "I don't recall hiring you back." 
"Oh, you will, of course. I'm your best salesman." 


"Yes, I suppose that is true," Severus sighed as if with great reluctance. "You always were a 
horrible little suck-up." 


"Are you kidding me? I managed to get McGonagall to like me and I acted like a spoiled monster! 
Iam a magnificent little suck-up." 


But after this statement, James sobered, his laughter dying away, and he said, "If you really want 
me to leave, I'll go. I won't keep forcing myself into your life if you don't want me to." 


Severus shrugged and looked away. He was afraid there was a blush on his face. "You can stay... 
if you want." 


"T'll stay then," James said. 


They turned to walk away, back to Quentin House, James's hand brushing against Severus's back, 
never to part again and content to live their lives as mere background characters in the story of 
Neville Longbottom, the Boy Who Lived. 
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